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The Winters Tale 

INTRODUCTION 

Date 

There are three pieces of external evidence with regard to the 
date of this play which if not quite flawless and conclusive are, 
when taken in conjunction with the internal evidence, quite 
sufficient to establish 1611 as being almost certairJy the year in 
which it was first produced. Firstly, there is an entry in the 
' Booke of Plaies and Notes thereof ' by Dr. Simon Forman 
referring to a performance at the Globe Theatre on May i J, 
1 6 1 1 , of ' the Winter's Talle.' The following elaborate account 
is in^rted, and this would scarcely have been done if the play 
had been an old one — 

" Obserue ther howe Lyontes the king of Cicillia was over- 
com with lelosy of his wife, with the kinge of Bohemia, his 
frind, that came to see him, and howe he contrived, and wold 
haue had his cup-berer to have poisoned, who gaue the king 
of Bohemia warning ther-of, and fled with him to bohemia / 
Remember also howe he sent to the Orakell of Apollo, and the 
Aunswer of apoUo that she was giltles, and that the king was 
lelouse, etc, and howe Except the child was found Again that 
was loste, the kinge should die with-out yssue, for the child was 
carried into bohemia and ther laid in a forrest and brought up 
by a sheppard. And the kinge of bohemia his sonn maried that 
wentch, and howe they fled in Cicillia to Leontes, and the 
sheppard hauing showed the letter of the nobleman by whom 
Leontes sent a (sic) was that child, and the lewelles found 
about her. she was knowen to be leontes daughter, and was then 
16 yers old. 

" Remember also the Rog that cam in all tattered like coll 
pixci / and howe he feyned him sicke and to haue bin Robbed 
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of all that he had, and howe he cosoned the por man of all his 
money, and after cam to the shop sher with a pedlers packe, and 
ther cosoned them Again of all ther money. And howe he 
changed apparrell with the kinge of bomia his sonn, and then 
howe he turned courtiar, etc / beware of trusting feined beggars 
or fawning fellouse." 

Secondly, in the office-book of Sir Henry Herbert, Master 
of the Revels to James I, in an entry dated May 19, 1623, 
there is notice of the allowance of 'an old play called Winter's 
Tale formerly allowed by Sir George Bucke.' 

Now Sir George Bucke did not take possession of the office 
of Master of the Revels till August 1 6 1 o ; he, however, received 
a reversionary grant of the office in 1603, and is known to have 
licensed certain plays on the strength of this grant between 1 606 
and 1608, though no specific allusion to the Winter's Tale is 
found. 

Thirdly, there is the well-known passage in Bartholomeia Fair 
' If there be never a servant-monster i' the Fair, who can help 
it, he says ? nor a nest of Anticks ? He is loth to make nature 
afraid in his Playes, like those that beget Tales, Tempests and 
such-like drolleries.' This certainly reads like a reference to 
Shakespeare's two plays the Winter's Tale and the Tempest : nor 
is it inconsistent with Jonson's friendship with Shakespeare to 
have made such a remark, which really conveys very little of the 
' venom ' and ' sneering malignity ' which have been imputed to 
it. Jonson's production was written in 1 61 3, and as he would 
obviously allude to the latest works of Shakespeare, the Winter's 
Tale can hardly have been written earlier than 161 1 if this 
allusion is accepted. 

There are, therefore, three pieces of external evidence all 
directly pointing to 161 1 as the probable date, though no one 
of them taken alone is conclusive. 

The internal evidence entirely supports this, for in metre, 
style, subject and treatment the Winter's Tale clearly stands 
out as one of the latest of Shakespeare's plays. Rhyme is 
entirely absent from the dramatic portion of the play, double- 
endings abound, and the phraseology is crowded, replete with 
ideas, and involved in many cases to the point of obscurity. The 
subject is one which would never have been attempted by a poet 

viii 
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who was not conscious of his own great strength and an assured 
popularity. The ' atmosphere ' of the play, which is so frequently 
pervaded with gloom and distrust, is in many respects similar to 
that of Cymbeline, which is generally assigned to the year 1610 : 
and a further link with the latter play is the somewhat artificial 
means by which the story is made to end in the reconciliation of 
the two chief characters. The purely internal evidence, then, 
points to as late a date as possible for the composition, and com- 
bining this with the external evidence 161 1 may be accepted 
with but little qualms as the year of composition. The only 
noticeable objectors to this theory have been Chalmers and 
Hunter. Chalmers — the Sir Politick-Would-Be of Shakesperean 
criticism — is more than usually successful in finding politics in 
cabbages. He seizes on the words of Camillo in Act I, sc. ii, 
' If I could find example of thousands that struck anointed 
kings,' and sees an allusion to the rebellion of the Earl of Essex. 
His reason apparently is that the phrase ' anointed magistrates ' 
occurs in certain prayers directed to be used after the defeat of 
that unhappy nobleman. In the same scene Chalmers sees that 
Shakespeare is ' tenting Elizabeth to the quick ' where Camillo 
says he could make away with Polixenes ' with no rash potion, 
but with a lingering dram,' as it was well known that ' Eliza- 
beth employed agents to take off her hated rival with a lingering 
dram.' It may be remarked that had Shakespeare 'tented 
Elizabeth to the quick ' in this way in 1601 — the date assigned 
by Chalmers on the strength of the first somewhat unconvincing 
allusion — we should probably have lost most of the plays which 
were written after that year. 

Hunter supports Chalmers, but adds nothing new, and the 
1 60 1 theory may be dismissed as having nothing that can be 
regarded as definite support, and being entirely opposed to the 
evidence of metre and style. 

The Text 

There was no quarto edition of the Winter s Tale published in 
the author's lifetime. The play first appeared in the first Folio 
of 1623, where it is printed with comparative excellence and 
almost entire freedom from superficial errors. In fact the only 
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difficulties that present themselves are certain passages the mean- 
ing of which is lost to modern ears, and for which emendations 
have been offered — ^generally unsnccessfully, and often in places 
where there is no reason for refiising to accept the original 
reading. 

The Source 

The source of the play is without doubt Robert Greene's 
romance, or, as he calls it, ' pleasant history,' Pandosto : the 
Triumph of Time, first published in 1588.1 It is a work with a 
great deal of merit, as the story is in many places very prettily 
told ; and though it is encumbered with many soliloquies which 
are burdened with the forced similes of the fast-expiring Euphu- 
istic style, the plot is unfolded with skill, and never loses itself in 
the overflowing verbosity which formed Lyly's chief demerit as 
a novel-writer. In adapting the story Shakespeare has exercised 
his judgment with the greatest freedom and with the happiest 
effects. The double nature of the plot, and the long interval of 
time which the novel embraces, were obstacles which no ingenuity 
could overcome ; and they are accepted by the poet without 
compromise. Besides the alteration of names and the transposing 
of Sicily and Bohemia, the following may be noted as some of 
the principal changes: 

(i) Hermione is invested by Shakespeare with a queen-like 
dignity which is somewhat lacking in the novel : there is no 
vestige of even indiscretion in the play, and no excuse for 
Leontes' jealousy. In the novel Bellaria and Egistus (the 
prototypes of Hermione and Polixenes) formed an 'honest 
familiarity ' which might very easily give ground for suspicion. 
' There grew a secret uniting of their affections,' says Greene, 
• that the one could not be without the company of the other,' and 
further details are added. Bellaria actually dies after the trial. 

(2) Leontes is, on the other hand, drawn in far stronger 
colours by Shakespeare than by Greene. His jealousy and 
injustice in the first part are far greater, but his subsequent 

' See the edition by Professor P. G. Thomas in ' The Shakespeare 
Classics.' 
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repentance and return to a state of true nobility are equally insisted 
on in the second part. In the novel he makes lore to his un- 
known daughter (the betrothed of Dorastus), and behaving with 
the greatest tyranny and cruelty when she refuses his suit, finally 
slays himself after discovering her relationship with him. In 
the trial scene, however, the balance is the other way ; in Greene 
the jealous king does not indulge in the cruelly sarcastic speech 
that occurs in the play in reply to the queen's defence of herself, 
but immediately calls for the verdict of the oracle : he accepts 
this without question, and is so overwhelmed with shame and 
remorse that he discloses the whole of the plot he had laid for 
his friend's life. 

(3) The character of Camillo (Franion in the novel) obtains 
far greater prominence in the play. In Pandosto he disappears 
from the action after the first part of the story. Shakespeare 
uses his tendency to somewhat crooked methods to make him 
the means of enticing Florizel to proceed to Sicily, where the 
discovery takes place. In Greene, the meeting of the characters 
is due to the accident of a severe storm, which drives Dorastus 
and Fawnia ashore on the coast of Bohemia. 

(4) Paulina and Antigonus are original characters who have 
no place in the novel. Autolycus, too, is an original creation ; 
though the bare hint for his relation to the scheme of the plot 
may have been taken from the Capnio of the romance, who is 
the servant of the young prince, Dorastus. Capnio, it may be 
said, meets the old shepherd going to the court v/ith the object 
of disclosing the tale of the childhood of Fawnia, and being, as 
Greene says, a wily fellow, addresses the shepherd. ' You lose 
your labour in going to the palace, for the king means this day to 
take the air of the sea, and to go aboard of a ship that lies in the 
haven' (cp. IV, iv, 747-50). He then promises his assistance, 
much in the same way as Autolycus does in the play, and needless 
to say easily succeeds in inducing the simple shepherd to accom- 
pany him to the shore, where he is promptly seized and placed 
on the prince's ship. Autolycus, it may be noted, has been 
formerly in the service of Florizel, and tricks the shepherd to 
obtain gold and to do the prince his master good. 

From Capnio, then, it is just possible that Shakespeare obtained 
the idea of the creation of his immortal vagabond. If this is 
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the case it is not by any means the only occasion on which a 
crudely-developed figure has, in his hands, been transformed to 
a life-like and delightful portrait, which is as masterly in its 
perfection of detail as it is charming in its precision of outline. 

The Winter's Tale has received more rough treatment at the 
hands of critics than any other play of Shakespeare. It must 
be frankly admitted that there are improbabilities in the structure 
of the plot : the behaviour of Poiixenes when he discovers 
himself at the sheep-shearing, and then departs, leaving Florizel 
free to run away with Perdita ; the easiness with which Florizel 
is induced to fall in with Camillo's suggestion to sail to Sicily, 
and the fluent way in which he lies to Leontes on his arrival 
there ; these are among certain objections that may be legitimately 
brought against it. On the other hand, the characterisation of 
Leontes and Hermione has been entirely misunderstood by 
certain critics, of whom Mrs. Lennox is the first. Leontes is, 
perhaps, not a very subtle creation, but the intention of the poet 
throughout is clearly shown. He is represented in the first act 
as tyrannical, almost barbarous, and impatient of the least sign of 
resistance to his will ; he is naturally jealous, and has boundless 
confidence in his own judgment. Yet in the first scene with 
Hermione and with Mamillius the poet is careful to show that 
there are traces of a better nature beneath all this. This con- 
ception is consistently carried out ; but so terrible has his madness 
been, and so serious are the results ensuing from it, that reconcili- 
ation with Hermione is almost impossible, and is only made 
possible by his long-continued repentance and by the demonstration 
that his faithfulness to the memory of his wife is absolute and 
lifelong. The remaining characters are easily understood. 
Paulina is reminiscent of Emilia, but she is far more lovable 
than the latter. She is more than an honest termagant; her 
wild talk to Leontes in the second act is dictated by genuine 
emotion and, perhaps, by the feeling that such is the only hope 
of making an impression. The beauty of her nature is shown 
by her devotion to Hermione, and by the words she speaks to 
the repentant king at the close of the trial scene. Her apparent 
harshness in Act V, sc. i, is, of course, only to ensure that the 
time is thoroughly ripe for the restoration of his queen. Perdita 
is essentially a creation belonging to Shakespeare's last period. 

xii 
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Her simplicity, modesty, and courage make her even more 
lovable than Miranda, with whom she has much in common. 

The poetical beauties of the play are rich and muftitudinous ; 
that sweet scene of the sheep-shearing festival, where mirth,' love 
and sorrow successively predominate, is unequalled in dramatic 
literature; while the clown's description of the storm and the 
speech of Hermione at the trial alone are living witnesses to the 
insensibility of those who see nothing to admire in the Winter's 
Tall. It is almost needless to refer to the anachronisms that 
have been exploited time after time. The Delphic Oracle plays 
a prominent part in a play in which there are references to 
puritans and to Julio Romano. The pastoral scenes in Act IV 
introduce shepherds and rustics whose manners are entirely 
English, and who would appeal to the audiences of Shakespeare's 
time; the occasion is essentially a sheep-shearing festival, such 
as, no doubt, he had seen in the delightful villages of Warwick- 
shire which surrounded his own home. It may be remarked 
that contemporary dramatists, with the exception of Ben Jonson, 
conformed to this custom ; thus Beaumont and Fletcher introduce 
typically English sports and customs into a play the scene of 
which is laid in Florence ; it is hypercritical to urge such points 
against the author of the Winter's Tale. 

^ That there was a more serious side to these festivals, and that they 
formed occasions for more than innocent mirth-mal(ing, is indicated 
in the old shepherd's speech in Act III, sc. iii (' I would there were 
no age between ten and three-and-twenty,' etc.), Scubbes in his 
Anatomy of Ahuici has a very vigorous invective against May-games and 
kindred festivities for this reason; while more than half-a-century 
later a book called Fmcbria Florae, by Thomas Hall, was devoted to 
the setting forth of the prophaneness, stealing, drinking, whoring, 
etc., which disfigured the celebrations of those rustic rites. 
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^THE NAMES OF THE ACTORS. 

The References are Qenerally to the first Speech of each Actor In his Scene. 

LEONTES, KineqfSicilUa, I.ii.9, p. 2; II.i.34, p. 18; II.iU.i, p. ss; III.u.1, 
P- 33 ; V.i.6, p. 75 ; V-iiLi^p. 87. 

MAMILLUS, yong Prince c/Sicillia, I.ii.120, p. 6 ; II.i.4, p. 17. 

^CAKULO, I.i.j, p. X ; I.ii.308, p.g; IV.ii.3, 
p. 45 ; lV.iv.109, P- 54; Vjii.49, p. 89. 

AHTIOOiniS, II.i.z38, p. si; II.iii.3a, p. 
s6; lILiilx, p. 40. 
"Loiis efSkillia. ) OIEOMINES, Ill.i.i, p. 3a; III.ii.128, p. 
37; V.li, p. 75. 
DIOK, III.i.3, p. 32; IILii.128, p. 37; V.i. 
"4. p. 438. 

HERMIONE, Qm«u U LEONTES, I.ii.28, p. 3; Il.i.i, p. 17; III.ii.2t, p. 34; 
///re a Statue, V.iii.121, p. 91. 

PERDITA, Daughter to LEONTES and HERMIONE (o» a Babe, Il.iii.,» p. 
26 ; Ill.iii.,' p. 40), IViv.s, p. 50 ; V.i.202, p. 81 ; V.iii.43, p. 89. 

PAULINA, wi/i io ANTIGONUS, Il.ii.i, p. 23; II.iii.27, p. 36; III.ii.145, p. 
37 ; V.i.i2, p. 75 ; V.iii.2, p. 87. 

EMILIA, a Lady attending on TTRBIfTOME, II.ii.22, p. 24. 

POLIXENES, AVk^ «/ Bohemia, I.ii.i, p. 3; IV.ii.i, p. 45; V.iv.77, p. 53; 
V.iii.29, p. 88. 

FLORIZELL, Prince of Behtmia (as BORICIZS, a Shepherd), IV.iv.i, p. 50; (as 
Prince), V.i. 138, p. 79; V.iii.,* p. 87. 

Old Shepheard (of Bohemia), refuted Father 0/ PERDITA, III.iii.58, p. 42 ; IV. 

»v-55i P- S' ; V.ii.ii8, p. 86. 
Clowne, his Sonne, lU.iii.77, p. 42; lV.iii.33, p. 48; IV.iv.x6x, p. 165; V.ii.120, 

p. 86. 
AUTOLICUS, a Rogue, lV.iii.i, p. 47 ; lV.iv.2x7, p. 57 ; V.iLi, p. 83. 
ARCHIDAMUS, a Lord of Bohemia, I.i.x, p. i. 
^^^r Lords, aff</ Gentlemen, and Seruants. 

7at Ion/ to LEONTEB, ILi.35, p. 18; II.iiL26, p. 26; Ill.ii.114, p. 36. 

Other Lords to LEOSTTES, ll.i.,* p. iS ; II.iii.143, p. 30. 

1 As this title, and the List of Names in Roman and Italic type are in F., at the 
end of the Play, they are left in F.'s order. 



The Names of the ABors. 

1st Seruant to lEONTXS, II.iiLg, p. 16 ; III.ii.139, p. 37. 

2/11/ Seruant to lEONTXS, II.iii.31, p. 26. 

A Berutnt to tht Bhephuxd (0/ Bohemia), IV.iv.183, p. st. 

Semante to IXOHTES, V.L,« p. 75. One speaks, V.L85, p. 78. 

>l Lord o/POLIZEMES Ccoit, V.i.178, p. 81. 

Lords oftXaiXTW Oourt, V.iii.,* p. 87. 
Shepheardt, <wi<< Shephearddeffes, IV.iv.,» p. 52. TAe/r Oonce, IV.ir.,' p. 55. 
7st Lady to EEBJIIOKE, II.i.3, p. 17. 
2/11/ Lady (w/t/i 6(acAc firowM) to SERUIOllE, II.I.7, p. 17. 
Sieillian Guard!, Il.i.,* p. 18. 
Slcilllan Quia, II.ii.5, p. 13. 
Attendants on FAUXUTA, Il.ii.,* p. 33. 
Officer 0/ LEONTEB Court o/ Justice, III.ii.g, p. 33. 
A Karriner, III.iii.3, p. 40. 
A Beare, Ill.iii.,* {jgrowis) p. 43. 
THEE, the Chonii, IV.i.i, p. 44. 
KOFSA, a Bohemian Shephearddesse, IV.iv.333, p. 57. 
SOECAB, a Bohemian Shephearddesse, lV.iv.334, p. 57. 

Three Caittrs, three S1iepherd«, three Neat-hearda, three Ewine-heatdi of Bohemia, 

as tmelue Satyrea : their Dance, IV.iv.,* p. 6a 
A small Trayne to FLOSIZELL and FXBSITA, V.L,* p. 75. 
1st Gantleiiuui of lEONIEB Court, V.ii.3, p. 83. 
2nd OtBtleman, SOGESO, 0/ LEONIES Court, V.ilso, p. 83. 
9rtf Oentleman, tAe Lady PAULINA'S Steward, Il.ii.,* p. 33; V.ii.38, p. 83. 

ne Scene is laid in Sicillia/oJ' the first three Acts; in Bohemia /or the last two. 

The Stage-time of the Play Is 8 days, with 4 interims. 1 Day, I.LiL 2 Day, Il.i. 
tj iBiaim ttf 23 days.) 3 Day, n.n.—in.u 4Day,lll.ii. (2 Interim: /I /it/- 
gonus's voyage to Bohemia.) 5 Day, Ill.iii. (d ^terim, IV.i, of 16 years.) 
6 Day, IV.iLiii. 7 Day, IV.iv. {4 Interim : Journey to Sioillia.) 8 Day, V.i- 
iii.— P. A. Daniel, /few SA. Sec. Trans. 1877-g, p. 279, 
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The Winters Tale. 

ABus Primus. Scoena Prima. 

Sicillia. Anteroom in Leontes Palace. 

Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 
Arch. 

IF you fliall chance (Camillo) to vifit Bohemia, on the 
like occafion whereon my feruices are now on-foot, you 
(hall fee (as I haue faid) great difference betwixt our 
Bohemia, and your Sicilia. 4 

Cam. I thinke,this comming Summer, the King of Sicilia 
meanes to pay Bohemia, the Vifitation which hee iuftly owes 
him. 7 

Arch. Wherein our Entertainment fhall fhame vs, we will 
be iuftified in our Loues ; for indeed . . . 

Cam. 'Befeechyou! ... lo 

Arch. Verely I fpeake it in the freedome of my know- 
ledge : we cannot with fuch magnificence . . . in fo rare . . . 
I know not what to fay ! . . . Wee will giue you fleepie Drinkes, 
that your Sences (vn-intelligent of our infufficience) may,, 
though they cannot prayfe vs, as little accufe vs. i_J 

Cam. You pay a great deale too deare, for what's giuen 
freely. 

Arch. 'Beleeue me, I fpeake as my vnderftanding inftrufts 
me, and as mine honeftie puts it to vtterance. 19 

Cam. Sicilia cannot fhew himfelfe ouer-kind to Bohemia / 
They were trayn'd together in their Child-hoods ; and there 
rooted betwixt them then fuch an afEeftion, which cannot 
chufe but braunch now. Since their more mature [23 
Dignities, and Royall NecefEties, made feperation of their 
Societie, their Encounters (though not Perfonall) hath been 

16. tool to F. 

I B [I. i. 1-25. 
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Royally attornyed with enter-change of Gifts, Letters, louing 
Embaffies, that they haue feem'd to be together, thoagh [a? 
abfent ; Ihooke hands, as ouer a Vaft ; and embrac'd (as it 
were) from the ends of oppofed Winds. The Heauens con- 
tinue their Loues ! 3" 

Arch. I thinke there is not in the World, either Malice or 
Matter, to alter it. You haue an vnfpeakable comfort of 
your young Prince Mamillius! it is a Gentleman of the 
greateft Promife, that euer came into my Note. 34 

Cam. I very well agree with you, in the hopes of him : it 
is a gallant Child ; one, that (indeed) Phyficks the Subieft, 
makes old hearts frefli : they that went on Crutches ere he 
was borne, delire yet their life, to fee him a Man. 38 

Arch. Would they elfe be content to die ? 

Cam. Yes ; if there were no other excufe, why they ftiould 
defire to line. 

Arch. If the King had no Sonne, they would defire to liue 
on Crutches till he had one. {Exeunt. 43 



Actus Primus, Sccena Secunda. 

Sicillia. A State-room in Leontes Palace. 

Enter Leontes, Hekmione, Mamillius, Polixenes, 
Camillo, d Attendants. 

Pol. Nine Changes of the Watiy-Starre ^ hath been 
The Shepheards Note, fince we haue lefl our Throne 
Without a Burthen. Time as long againe 
Would be fill'd vp (my Brother) with oUr Thanks, 
And yet we fliould, for perpetuitie, 
Goe hence in debt. And therefore, like a Cypher, 
(Yet flanding in rich place,) I multiply 
With one ' We thanke you ' many thoufands moe, 1 

That goe before it. 

Leo. Stay your Thanks a while. 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir ! that's to morrow. 

I am queftion'd, by my feares, of what may chance, 

> The Moon. 
I. i 26-43; "• !-"•] a 
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Or breed vpon our abfence ; that may blow ?» 

No fneaping Winds at home, to make vs fay, 
'This is put forth too truly' ; befides, I haue ftay'd 
To tyre your Royaltie. 

Leo. We are tougher (Brother) 

Then you can put vs to't ! 

Pol. No longer ftay! i6 

Leo. One Seue'night longer ! 

Pol. Vecy footh, to morrow ! 

Leo. Wee'le part the time betweene's thenj and in that 
lie no gaine-faying. 

Pol. Prefle me not ('befeech you) fo ! 

There is no Tongue that moues, (none, none i'th'World,) ao 
So foone as yours, could win me : fo it Ihould now. 
Were there neceflitie in your requeft, although 
'Twere needfaU I deny'd it. My Affaires 
Doe euen drag me home-ward ; which to hinder, 34 

Were (in your Loue) a Whip to me ; my ftay. 
To you a Charge, and Trouble : to faue both, 
Farewell, (our Brother !) 

Leo. \to Heb.] Tongue-ty'd, our Queene ? fpeake you ! 

Her. I had thought (Sir) to haue held my peace, vntill aS 
You had drawne Oathes from him, not to ftay. You (Sir) 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are fure 
' All in Bohemia's well ' : this fatisfa£tion. 
The by-gone day proclaym'd. Say this to him ; 3 a 

He's beat from his beft ward. 

Leo. Well faid, Hermione ! 

Her. To tell, ' he longs to fee his Sonne,' were ftrong ; 
But let him fay fo then, and let him goe ; 
But let him fweare fo, and he fliall not ftay ; 36 

Wee'l thwack him hence with Diftaffes. 
IT Yet, of your Royall prefence. He aduenture 
The borrow of a Weeke. When at Bohemia 
You take my Lord, He giue him my Commiflion, 40 

To let him there a Moneth, behind the Geft ^ 
Prefix'd for's parting : IT yet (good-deed) Leontes, 
I loue thee not a larre^ o'th' Clock, behind 43 

' stopping-place, limit. ' tick. 

3 [I. ii. 12-43. 
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What Lady flie, her Lord. IT You'le ftay > 

Pol. No, Madame ! 

Her. Nay, but you will ! 

Pol. I may not, verely ! 

Her. 'Verely'? 

You put me off with limber Vowes ; but I 
(Though you would feek t'vnfphere the Stars with Oaths) 48 
Should yet fay, ' Sir, no going ! ' ' Verely ' 
You fliall not goe ! a Ladyes ' Verely ' is 
As potent as a Lords ! Will you goe yet ? 
Force me to keepe you as a Prifoner, 5 a 

Not like a Gueft : fo you fliall pay your Fees 
When you depart, and faue your Thanks. How fay you ? 
My ' Prifoner ' ? or my ' Gueft ' ? by your dread ' Verely,' 
One of them you ftiall be ! 

Pol. Your ' Gueft ', then, Madame : .;<S 

To be your ' Prifoner ', fliould import offending ; 
Which is for me, leiTe ealie to commit. 
Then you to punilh. 

Her. Not your Gaoler, then. 

But your kind Hoftefle ! Come ! He queftion you 60 

Of my Lords Tricks, and yours, when you were Boyes : 
You were pretty Lordings then ? 

Pol. We were (faire Queene) 

Two Lads, that thought there was no more behind. 
But fuch a day to morrow, as to day, 64 

And to be Boy eternall. 

Her. Was not my Lord 

The veryer Wag o'th' two ? 

Pol. We were as twyn'd Lambs, that did frisk i'th'Sun, 
And bleat the one at th'other : what we chang'd, 68 

Was Innocence, for Innocence : we knew not 
The Dodtrine of ill-doing, nor dream'd 
That any did. Had we purfu'd that life. 
And our weake Spirits ne're been higher rear'd 7a 

With ftronger blood, we fliould haue anfwer'd Heauen 
Boldly, ' not guilty ! ' the Impofition clear'd, 
Hereditarie, ours.^ 

' ' Not guilty ', setting aside Original Sin. — Warburton. 
I. ii. 44-74.] 4 
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Her. By this, we gather 

You haue tript fince. 

Pol. O my moft facred Lady ! 76 

Temptations haue fince then been borne to's : for 
In thofe vnfledg'd dayes, was my Wife a Girle 5 
Yonr precious felfe had then not crofs'd the eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. 

Her. Grace to boot ! 80 

Of this make no conclufion, leaft you fay 
Your Queene and I are Deuils : yet goe on ! 
Th'offences we haue made you doe, wee'le anfwere, 
If you firft finn'd with vs, and that with vs 84 

You did continue fault, and that you Hipt not 
With any, but with vs. 

Leo. Is he woon yet ? 

Her. Hee'le flay (my Lord !) 

Leo. At my requefl, he would not ! 

Hermione, (my dearefl !) thou neuer fpoak'fl 88 

To better purpofe! 

Her. ' Neuer ' ? 

Leo. Neuer, but once ! 

Her. What ? haue I twice faid well ? when was't before ? 
I prethee tell me ! cram's with prayfe, and make's 
As fat as tame things ! One good deed, dying tongueleffe, 92 
Slaughters a thoufand, wayting vpon that. 
Our prajrfes are our Wages. You may ride's 
With one foft Kiffe a thoufand Furlongs, ere 
With Spur we heat an Acre. But to th' Goale ! 96 

My laft good deed, was to entreat his ftay : 
What was my firft ? it ha's an elder Sifter, 
Or I miftake you : O, would her Name were Grace ! 
'But once' before I fpoke to th'purpofe? when? loo 

Nay, let me haue't ! I long ! 

Leo. Why, that was when 

Three crabbed Moneths had fowr'd themfelues to death. 
Ere I could make thee open thy white Hand, 
And clap thy felfe my Loue. Then didft thou vtter, 104 
' I am yours for euer ! ' 

Her. 'Tis ' Grace ' indeed ! 

104. Andl'Fl. AF. 

5 [I. u. 7S-I0S. 



The fVinters Tale. 

Why, lo-you now ! I haue fpoke to th' purpofe twice ! io5 
The one, for euer earn'd a Royall Husband ; 
Th'other, for fotne while, a Friend. 

iTakes Pol.s hand. They waike apart. 

Leo. laside] Too hot ! too hot ! io8 

To mingle friendfliip farre, is mingling bloods ! ' 

I haue Tremor Cordis on me ! my heart daunces. 
But not for ioy ; not ioy ! This Entertainment 
May a free face put on, deriue a Libertie 112 

From Heartineffe, from Bountie, fertile Bofome, 
And well become the Agent ; 't ' may ', I graunt ; 
But, to be padling Palmes, and pinching Fingers, 
(As now they are,) and making pradtis'd Smiles 116 

As in a Looking-Glaffe ; and then to figh, as 'twere 
The Mort o'th'Deere ! ^ Oh ! that is entertainment 
My Bofome likes not, nor my Browes ! IT Mamillius, 
Art thou my Boy ? 

Mam. I, my good Lord ! 

Leo. I'fecks! 120 

Why, that's my Bawcock ! What ! has't fmutch'd thy Nofe ? 
They fay it is a Coppy out of mine. Come, Captaine, 
We muft be neat ! not neat, but cleanly, Captaine ! 

[Wipes M.s Nose. 
And yet the Steere, the Heycfer,^ and the Calfe, 134 

Are all call'd 'Neat.' iWatching POL. d HER.] IT Still 

Virginalling 
Vpon his Palme ! H How now, (you wanton Calfe !) 
Art thou my Calfe ? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, (my Lord !) 

Leo. laside'] Thou want'ft a rough pafh,' & the fhoots that 
I haue, ia8 

To be full like me : yet they fay we are 
Almofl as like as Egges ; Women fay fo, 
(That will fay any thing !) But were they falfe 
As o're-dy'd Blacks,* as Wind, as Waters; falfe 13a 



* MortdtK Deere, the long notes, 
blown on the death of the deer. 

' Hec juvenca, a hekfere. — 
Wright's Vocdb. i. 177, 1. 4. Hek- 
fere, beeste (or styrke) jfuvenca. — 
I. ii. 106-132.] I 



Promptorium. 'Heckforde' (A.D. 
1579, in Norfolk). — Forby. 

^ jpasA, head. Shoots, budding 
horns. 

* Blacks, mourning garments. 
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As Dice are to be wifli'd, by one that fixes 

No borne 'twixt his and mine, yet were it true. 

To fay this Boy were like me. IT Come, (Sir Page !) 

Looke on me with your Welkin^ eye ! Sweet Villame, 130 

Moft dear'ft ! my CoUop ! Can thy Dam ? . . , \aside\ May't be ? 

AfFeaion !* thy Intention ftabs the Center; 

Thou do'ft make poffible, things not fo held; 

Communicat'ft with Dreames; (how can this be ?) — 140 

With what's vnreall, thou coa£tiue art. 

And fellow'ft nothing. Then 'tis very credent. 

Thou may'ft co-ioyne with fomething ; and thou do'ft, 

(And that beyond Commiflion,) and I find it, 14+ 

(And that to the infeftion of my Braines, 

And hardning of my Browes !) [TOL. d Heb. come forward. 

Pol. What meanes Sicilia ? 

Her. He fomething feemes vnfetled ! 

Pol. How ! my Lord ! 

Leo. What cheere ? how is't with you, baft Brother ? 148 

Her. You look as if you held a Brow of much diftraftion : 
Are you mou'd (my Lord ?) 

Leo. No, in good earneft ! 

([/Is/rfe] How fometimes Nature will betray it's folly. 
It's tenderneffe ! and make it felfe a Paftime i ja 

To harder bofomes ! Looking on the Lynes 
Of my Boyes face, me-thoughts * I did requoyle * 
Twentie three yeeres, and faw my felfe vn-breech'd. 
In my greene Veluet Coat; my Dagger muzzel'd, 156 

Leaft it ihould bite it's Matter, and fo proue 
(As Ornaments oft do's) too dangerous. 
How like, (me thought) I then was to this Kemell, 1J9 

This Squaih, this Gentleman !) \To MAM.] Mine honeft Friend, 
Will you ' take Egges for Money ' ? 

Mam. No (my Lord !) He fight ! 

Leo. You will? why, 'happy man he's dole ! ' f My Brother, 
Are you fo fond of your young Prince, as we 163 

Doe feeme to be of ours ? 

Pol. If at home, (Sir,) 



' blue, or heavenly. 

* natural instinct. — Schmidt. 

* by &lse analogy, from 'n 



thinks'. 
♦ requoyle = recoil 



[I. u. I33-I64- 
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He's all my Exercife, my Mirth, my Matter j 

Now my fworne Friend, and then mine Enemy ; 

My Parafite, my Souldier, Statef-man, all: 167 

He makes a lulyes day, fliort as December; 

And, with his varying child-neffe, cures in me 

Thoughts, that would thick my blood. 

Leo. So Aands this Squire 

OfEc'd with me. We two will walke, (my Lord,) 171 

And leaue you to your grauer fteps. II Hermione, 
How thou lou'ft vs, fliew in our Brothers welcome ! 
Let what is deare in Sicily, be cheape ! 
Next to thy felfe, and my young Rouer, he's 175 

Apparant to my heart. 

Her. If you would feeke vs. 

We are yours i'th'Garden. Shall's attend you there ? 

Leo. To your owne bents difpofe you ! you'le be found. 
Be you beneath the Sky. — [Aside] I am angling now, 179 
(Though you perceiue me not how I giue Lyne.) 
Goe to, goe to ! IWatching PoLK. d Hebm. 

How Ihe holds vp the Neb, the Byll to him ! 
And armes her with the boldneffe of a Wife 183 

To her allowing Husband ! Gone already ! 
Ynch-thick, knee-deepe ; ore head and eares, a fork'd one ! — 
[Exeunt all hut Leon., Cauillo, d Ham. 
IT Goe play, (Boy !) play ! [aside] Thy Mother playes ; and I 
Play too, but fo difgrac'd a part, whofe iffue 187 

Will hiffe me to my Graue ! Contempt and Clamor 
Will be my Knell ! U Goe play (Boy !) play ! [Aside] There 

haue been 
(Or I am much deceiu'd) Cuckolds ere now. 
And many a man there is, (euen at this prefent, 191 

Now, while I fpeake this,) holds his Wife by th'Arme, 
That little thinkes {he ha's been fluyc'd in's abfence. 
And his Pond filh'd by his next Neighbor (by 
Sir Smile, his Neighbor !) Nay, there's comfort in't, 195 
Whiles other men haue Gates, and thofe Gates open'd 
(As mine) againfl; their will. Should all defpaire 
"That haue reuolted Wiues, the tenth of Mankind 

; 181. in, goe to] r2. too, goe too F. 

I. ii. 165-198.] 8 
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Would hang themfelues ! Phyfick for't, there's none. 199 

It is a bawdy Planet, that will ftrike 

Where 'tis predominant ; and 'tis powrefuU, (thinke it !) 

From Eaft, Weft, North, and South. Be it concluded. 

No Barricade for a Belly ! Know't ! 203 

It will let in and out the Enemy, 

With bag and baggage : many thoufand on's 

Haue the Difeafe, and feele't not. H How now. Boy ? 

Mam. I am like you, they fay. 

Leo. Why, that's fome comfort ! 207 

% What ! Camillo there ? 

Cam. [comes forwarcf] I, my good Lord ! 

Leo. Goe play, {Mamillius !) thou'rt an honeft man ! 

[Exit Mam. 
U Camillo, this great Sir will yet ftay longer ! 

Cam. You had much adoe to make his Anchor hold : ai i 
When you caft out, it ftill came home ! 

Leo. Didftnoteit? 

Cam. He would not ftay at your Petitions j made 
His Bufineffe more materiall. 

Leo. Didft perceiue it ? 214 

[Aside'] They're here with me already ; whifp'ring, rounding : 
' Sicilia is a — fo-forth ' ! 'tis farre gone. 
When I fliall guft ^ it laft ! IT How cam't {Camillo,) 
That he did ftay ? 

Cam. At the good Queenes entreatie. 218 

Leo. ' At the Queenes ' be't ! ' Good ' Ihould be pertinent; 
But, fo it is, it is not ! Was this taken 
By any vnderftanding Pate but thine ? 

For thy Conceit is foaking, will draw in 22a 

More then the common Blocks.^ Not noted, is't. 
But of the finer Natures ? by fome Seueralls 
Of Head-peece extraordinarie ? Lower Meffes ^ 
Perchance, are to this Bufineffe purblind ? fay ! 226 

Cam. ' Bufineffe ', my Lord r I thinke, moft vnderftand, 
Bohemia ftayes here longer .... 

Leo. Ha ! 



207. iify say] F2. say F. 

^ gusi — taste. 

' Slocks = blockheads. 



' Lower Messes = commonalty, 
who sit below the salt. 

[I. ii. 199-227. 
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Cam. Stayes here longer . . . 

Leo. I, but why ? 

Cam. To latisfie your HighneiTe, and the Entreaties 
Of our moft gracious Miftrefle. 

Leo. ' Satisfie ' ? 23 1 

' Th'entreaties of your Miftrefle ' ? ' Satisfie ' ? 
Let that fuffice ! I haue trufted thee {Camilla) 
With all the neereft things to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels ; wherein (Prieft-like) thou 835 

Haft cleans'd my Bofome : I, from thee departed. 
Thy Penitent reform'd : but we haue been 
Deceiu'd in thy Integritie, deceiu'd 
In that which feemes fo ! 

Cam. Be it forbid, (my Lord !) 339 

Leo. To bide vpon't, thou art not honeft ; or. 
If thou inclin'ft that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which boxes ^ Honeftie behind, refliayning 
From Courfe requir'd ; or elfe thou muft be counted 243 
A Seruant, grafted in my ferious Truft, 
And therein negligent ; or elfe a Foole, 
That feeft a Game play'd home, the rich Stake drawne. 
And tak'ft it all for ieaft. 

Cam. My gracious Lord ! 247 

I may be ' negligent ', foolilh, and fearefuU : 
In euery one of thefe, no man is free. 
But that his negligence, his folly, feare, 
(Among the infinite doings of the World,) aj i 

Sometime puts forth. In your affaires, (my Lord,) 
If euer I were wilfull-' negligent ', 
It was my folly ; if induflrioufly 

I play'd the ' Foole ', it was my negligence, 255 

Not weighing well the end ; if euer ' f earefull ' 
To doe a thing, where I the iflue doubted, 
(Whereof the execution did cry out 

Againft the non-performance,) 'twas a ' feare ' aj9 

Which oft infedts the wifeft : thefe (my Lord.) 
Are fuch allow'd Infirmities, that ' honeftie ' 
Is neuer free of! But, (befeech your Grace,) 

' houghs, hamstrings, cuts the sinews of the thighs. 
L ii. 228-262.] 10 



The Winters Tale. 

Be plainer with me ! let me know my Treipas 263 

By it's owne vifage ! If I then deny it, 
'Tis none of mine ! 

Leo. Ha' not you feene, Camillo, 

(But that's paft doubt ! you haue ! or your eye-glaffe 
Is thicker then a Cuckolds Home !) or heard, 467 

(For, to a Vifion fo apparant, Rumor 
Cannot be mute !) or thought, (for Cogitation 
Refides not in that man, that do's not thinke,) 
My Wife is flipperie ? If thou wilt confeffe, 27 1 

Or elfe be impudently negatiue, 
(To haue nor Eyes, nor Eares, nor Thought,) then fay 
My Wife's a Hoby-Horfe ; deferues a Name 
As ranke as any Flax- Wench, that puts-to 275 

Before her troth-plight : fay't, and iuftify't ! 

Cam. I would not be a ftander-by, to heare 
My Soueraigne Miflxeffe clouded fo, without 
My prefent vengeance taken : 'flirew my heart, 279 

You neuer fpoke what did become you lefle 
Then this ; which to reiterate, were fin 
As deepe as that, though true. 

Leo. Is whifpering nothing ? 

Is leaning Cheeke to Cheeke ? is meating Nofes ? 383 

Kifling with in-fide Lip ? flopping the Cariere 
Of Laughter, with a figh r (a Note infallible 
Of breaking Honeftie ;) horfing foot on foot ? 
Skulking in comers ? wifliing Clocks more fwift ? 287 

Houres, Minutes ? Noone, Mid-night ? and all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web.i but theirs, theirs onely. 
That would vnfeene be wicked ? Is this ' nothing ' ? 
Why, then the World, and all that's in't, is 'nothing ' ! 291 
The couering Skie is ' nothing ' ! Bohemia ' nothing ' ! 
My Wife is ' nothing ' ! nor ' Nothing ' haue thefe ' Nothings ', 
If this be ' nothing '. 

Cam. Good my Lord ! be cur'd 

Of this difeas'd Opinion ! and betimes ! 295 

For 'tis moft dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be ; 'tis true ! 

274. ho6y\ Capell. holy F. 1 eye diseases. 

'I p. >!• 263-296. 
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Cam. No, no ! my Lord. 

Leo. It is ! you lye, you lye ! 

I fay thou lyeft, Camillo ! and I hate thee ! 
Pronounce thee a grofle Lowt, a mindlefle Slaue ; 299 

Or elfe a houering Temporizer, that 
CanA with thine eyes at once fee good and euill. 
Inclining to them both ! were my Wiues Liuer 
Infefted (as her life), fhe would not liue 303 

The running of one Glaffe. 

Cam. Who do's infeft her ? 

Leo. Why, he that weares her like her MeduU,^ hanging 
About his neck {Bohemia) : who, if I 

Had Seruants true about me, that bare eyes 307 

To fee alike mine Honor, as their Profits, 
(Their owne particular Thrifts,) they would doe that 
Which fhould vndoe more doing : I, and thou 
His Cup-bearer, whom I, from meaner forme, 311 

Haue Bench'd, and rear'd to Worftiip, who may'ft lee 
Plainely (as Heauen fees Earth, and Earth fees Heauen) 
How I am gall'd, might'ft be-fpice a Cup, 
To giue mine Enemy a lafting Winke : 315 

Which Draught to me, were cordiall. 

Cam. Sir ! (my Lord !) 

I could doe this, and that with no rafli Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that fliould not worke 
Malicioufly, like Poyfon : But I cannot 3 19 

Beleeue this Crack to be in my dread Miftreffe, 
So foueraignely being Honorable. 
I haue lou'd thee, .... 

Leo. Make that thy queftion, and goe rot ! 323 

Do'ft thinke I am fo muddy, fo vnfetled. 
To appoint^ my felfe in this vexation ? 
Sully the puritie and whitenefTe of my Sheetes, 
(Which to preferue, is Sleepe; which being fpotted, 327 

Is Goades, Thornes, Nettles, Tayles of Wafpes,) 
Giue fcandall to the blood o'th'Prince, my Sonne, 
(Who I doe thinke is mine, and loue as mine,) 
Without ripe mouing to't ? Would I doe this ? 33 1 

1 a Medal or portrait of her. ' attire. 

I. a. 297-33'] ^2 
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Could man fo blench ? 

Cam. I muft beleeue you, (Sir :) 

I doe J and will fetch off Bohemia for't ; 
Prouided, that when hee's remou'd, your Highneffe 
Will take againe your Queene, as yours at firft, 33 j 

Euen for your Sonnes fake ; and thereby for fealing 
The Iniurie of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdomes 
Knowne, and ally'd to yours. 

Leo. Thou do'ft aduife me, 

Euen fo as I, mine owne courfe haue fet downe : 339 

He giue no blemifti to her Honor, none ! 

Cam. My Lord, 
Goe then ! and with a countenance as cleare 
As Friendfhip weares at Feafts, keepe with Bohemia, 343 
And with your Queene. I am his Cup-bearer. 
If from me he haue wholefome Beueridge, 
Account me not your Seruant ! 

Leo. This is all ! 

Do't, and thou haft the one halfe of my heart ; 347 

Do't not, thou fplitt'ft thine owne. 

Cam. lie do't, my Lord ! 

Leo. I wil feerae friendly, as thou haft aduis'd me. [Exit. 

Cam. O miferable Lady ! But, for me. 
What cafe ftand I in ? I muft be the poyfoner 351 

Of good Polixenes ; and my ground to do't, 
Is the obedience to a Matter, one. 
Who, in Rebellion with himfelfe, will haue 
All that are his, fo too. To doe this deed, 3_5J 

Promotion foUowes. If I could find example 
Of thoufand's 1 that had ftruck anoynted Kings, 
And flourifli'd after, Il'd not do't ! But fince, 
Nor Brafle, nor Stone, nor Parchment, beares not one, 359 
Let Villanie it felfe forfwear't ! I muft 
Forfake the Court ! to do't, or no, is certaine 
To me a breake-neck ! {Sees POL.] Happy Starre raigne now ! 
Here comes Bohemia ! 

Re-enter Polixenes. 

Pol. lasidel This is ftrange ! Me thinkes 363 

' thousands = thousandes. 

13 [I. ii- 332-363. 
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My fauor here begins to warpe ! Not fpeake r 
IT Good day, Camillo ! 

Cam. Hayle ! moft Royall Sir ! 

Pol. What is the Newes i'th'Court? 

Cam. None rare, (my Lord.) 

Pol. The King hath on him fuch a countenance, 367 

As he had loft fome Prouince, and a Region 
Lou'd, as he loues himfelfe : euen now I met him 
With cuflomarie complement ; when hee. 
Wafting his eyes to tn contrary, and falling 371 

A Lippe of much contempt, fpeedes from me, and 
So leaues me, to confider what is breeding. 
That changes thus his Manners. 

Cam. I dare not know, (my Lord '.) 374 

Pol. How ! ■ dare ' not ? doe not ? Doe you know, and 
' dare not ' ? 
Be intelligent to me ! 'Tis thereabouts : 
ForUo your felfe, what you 'doe know', you muft. 
And cannot fay, you ' dare not '. Good Camillo ! 378 

Your chang'd complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which fliewes me mine chang'd too ; for I muft be 
A partie in this alteration, finding 
My felfe thus alter'd with't ! 

Cam. There is a ficknefle 382 

Which puts fome of vs in diftemper ; but 
I cannot name the Difeafe, and it is caught 
Of you, that yet are well. 

Pol. How ? ' caught of me ' ? 

Make me not lighted like the Bafilifque ! 386 

I haue look'd on thoufands, who haue fped the better 
By my regard, but kill'd none fo. Camillo ! 
As you are certainely a (Jentleman, thereto 
Clerke-like experienc'd, (which no leffe adomes 390 

Our Gentry, then our Parents Noble Names, 
In whofe fucceffe we are gentle,) I befeech you. 
If you know ought which do's behoue my knowledge. 
Thereof to be inform'd ! imprifon't not 394 

In ignorant concealement ! 

Cam. I may not anfwere. {TurnS awajf. 

Pol. 'A Sicknefle caught of me, and yet I well ? ' 
I. ii. 364-396-] 14 
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I muft be anfwer'd ! Do'ft thou heare, Camillo " 

iFollows him. 

I c6niure thee, by all the parts of man, 398 

Which Honor do's acknowledge, (whereof the leaft 

Is not this Suit of mine,) that thou declare 

What incidencie thou do' ft gheffe of harme 

Is creeping toward me ; how f arre off, how neere ; 40a 

Which way to be preuented, if to be ; 

If not, how beft to beare it. 

Cam. Sir ! IJwiH tell you. 

Since I am charg'd in ' Honor *, and by him 405 

That I thinke Honorable : therefore marke my counfaile. 
Which muA be eu'n^as fwiftly followed, as 
I meane to vtter it ; or both your felfe, and me 
Cry ' loft ', and fo good night ! 

Pol. On ! good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appointed him to murther you. 410 

Pol. By whom, Camillo ? 

Cam. By the King. 

Pol. For what? 

Cam. He thinkes, nay, with all confidence he fweares, 
(As he had feen't, or beene an Inftrument" 
To vice ^ you to't,) that you haue toucht his Queene 414 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh then, my beft blood tume 

To an infe6ted Gelly ! and my Name 
Be yoak'd with his, that did betray the Beft ! * 
Tume then my freftieft Reputation, to 41 8 

A fauour, that may ftrike the duUeft Noflhrill 
Where I arriue, and my approch be ftiun'd, 
(Nay, hated too,) worfe then the great'ft Infedion 
That ere was heard, or read ! 

Cam. Sweare his thought ouer 412 

By each particular Starre in Heauen, and 
By all their Influences, you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moone, 
As (or by Oath) remoue, or (Counfaile) (hake, 426 

The Fabrick of his Folly, whofe foundation 

1 screw, force, as with a Vice. » Judas Iscariot. 

IS [I. u. 397-427. 
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Is pyl'd vpon hLs Faith, and will continue 
The ftanding of his Body. 

Pol. How fliould this grow ? 

Cam. I know not : but I am fure 'tis fafer to 430 

Auoid what's growne, then queftion how 'tis borne. 
If therefore you dare truft my honeffie. 
That lyes enclofed in tiiis Trunke [Points tO hIs OWfl bulk], 

which you 
Shall beare along impawnd, away to Night ! 434 

Your Followers, I will whifper to the Bufinefle, 
And will (by twoes, and threes, at feuerall Poftemes,) 
Cleare them o'th' Citie. For my felfe. He put 
My fortunes to your feruice (which are here, 438 

By this difcouerie, loft.) Be not vncertaine ! 
For, by the honor of my Parents, I 
Haue vttred Truth ! which if you feeke to proue, 
I dare not ftand by ; nor {hall you be fafer, 44a 

Then one condemnd by the Kings owne mouth, thereon 
His Execution fworne. 

Pol. I doe beleeue thee ! 

I faw his heart in's face. Giue me thy hand ! 
Be Pilot to me ! and thy places ^ ftiall 446 

Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My people did expeft my hence departure 
Two dayes agoe. [Aside] This lealoufie 
Is for a precious Creature : as fliee's rare, 450 

Muft it be great ; and, as his Perfon's mightie, ' ' 

Mufl: it be violent ; and, as he do's conceiue. 
He is diihonor'd by a man which euer 

Profiels'd to him 5 why, his Reuenges muft 4J4 

In that be made more bitter. Feare ore-ftiades me ! 
Good Expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious Queene, part of his Theame ; but nothing 
Of his ill-ta'ne fufpition ! If Come, Camillo ! 458 

I will refpeft thee as a Father, if 
Thou bear'ft my life off, hence. Let vs auoid ! 

Cam. It is in mine authoritie to command 
The Keyes of all the Pofternes : Pleafe your Highneffe 
To take the vrgent houre ! Come, Sir ! away ! [Exeunt. 463 

' places, preferments, honours. 
I. ii. 428-463.] 16 
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A6ius Secundus. Scena Prima. 

Sicillia. The Queens Room In Leontes Palace, 

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, Ladies : {d later, Leontes, 
Antigonus, Lords, and Guards.) 

Her. Take the Boy to you ! he fo troubles me, i 

'Tis paft enduring ! 

/, Lady. Come, (my gracious Lord !) 

Shall I be your play-fellow ? 

Mam. No ! He none of you ! 

1. Lady. Why, (my fweet Lord ') 4 

Mam. You'le kiffe me hard, and fpeake to me as if 
I were a Baby ftill. H [fo 2. Lady.} I loue you, better. 

a. Lady. And why foj (my Lord?) 

Mam. Not for becaufe 

Your Browes are blacker ; yet black-browes, they fay 8 

Become fome Women beft, fo that there be not 
Too much haire there, but in a Cemicircle, 
Or a halfe-Moone, made with a Fen. 

a. Lady. Who taught 'this ? 

Mam. I learn'd it out of Womens faces. H Pray now, 12 
What colour are your eye-browes ? 

/. Lady. Blew, (my Lord.) 

Mam. Nay, that's a mock ! t haue feene a Ladies Nofe 
That ha's beene blew, but not her eye-browes. 

/. Lady. Harke ye ! 16 

The Queene (your Mother) rounds apace : we fhall 
Prefent our feruices to a fine new Prince 
One of thefe dayes ; and then youl'd wanton with vs. 
If we would haue you. 

a. Lady. She is fpread of late 20 

Into a goodly Bulke ; (good time encounter her !) 

Her. What wifdome ftirs amongft you ? [To Mam.] Come, 
Sir ! now 
I am for you againe. 'Pray you fit by vs. 
And tail's a Tale ! 

Mam. Meriy, or fad, flial't be ? 24 

Her. As ' merry ' as you will. 

17 c [II. i. 1-25. 
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Mam. A ' fad ' Tale's beft for Winter : I haue one 
Of Sprights, and Goblins. 

Her. Let's haue that, (good Sir !) 

Come-on, fit downe ! come-on, and doe your baft, 28 

To fright me with your Sprights ! you're powrefuU at it. 

Mam. There was a man . . . 

Her. Nay, come, fit downe ! then on i 

Mam. [sitting down] Dwelt by a Church-yard. . . I will tell 
itfoftlyj 
Yond Crickets (hall not heare it. 

Her. Come on then, 3 a 

And giu't me in mine eare ! [M. whispers. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, d Guards, 

Leon. Was hee met there ? his Traine ? Camilla with him ? 

7. Lord. Behind the tuft of Pines I met them; neuer 
Saw I men fcowre fo on their way 1 I eyed them 36 

Euen to their Ships ! 

Leo. [aside'] How bleft am I 

In my iuft Cenfure ! in my true Opinion ! 
Alack, for leffer knowledge ! how accurs'd. 
In being fo ' bleft ' ! There may be in the Cup, 40 

A Spider fteep'd, and one may drinke, depart. 
And yet partake no venome, (for his knowledge 
Is not infefted ;) but if one prefent 

Th'abhor'd Ingredient to his eye, make knowne 44 

How he hath drunke, he cracks his gorge, his fides. 
With violent Hefts. I haue drunke, and feene the Spider ! 
Camillo was his helpe in this, his Pandar. 
There is a Plot againft my Life, my Crowne ! 48 

All's true that is miftrufted ! that falfe Villaine, 
Whom I employ' d, was pre-employ'd by him! 
He ha's difcouer'd my Defigne, and I 

Remaine a pinch'd Thing; yea, a very Trick 52 

For them to play at will ! ff How came the Pofternes 
So eafily open ? 

7. Lord. By his great authority. 

Which often hath no leffe preuail'd, then fo, 
On your command. 

Leo. I know't too well, ^6 

n. i. 26-56.] la 
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\T0 HeBM.] Giue me the Boy ! [//e takes MaM.] I am glad 

you did not nurfe him ! 
Though he do's heare fome fignes of me, yet you 
Haue too much blood in him. 

Her. [rises] What is this ? Sport ? 59 

Leo. Beare the Boy hence ! he fliall not come about her ! 
Away with him ! \A lord leads out Mam.] and let her fport 

her felfe 
With that ihee's big with ! \To Herm.] for 'tis Polixenes 
Ha's made thee fwell thus. 

Her. But I'ld fay he had not j 

And He be fworne you would beleeue my faying, 64 

How e're you leane to th'Nay-ward. 

Leo. [flointing to Herm.] You (my Lords !) 

. Looke on her, marke her well ! be but about 
To fay ' flie is a goodly Lady,' and 

The iuftice of your hearts will thereto adde 68 

' 'Tis pitty ihee's not honeft. Honorable ! ' 
Prayfe her but for this, her without-dore- Forme, 
(Which, on my faith, defenies high fpeech,) and ftraight 
"The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, (thefe Petty-brands 7 a 

That Calumnie doth vfe ; — Oh, I am out ; — 
That Mercy do's ; for Calumnie will feare 
Vertue it felfe :) thefe Shrugs, thefe Hum's, and Ha's, 
When you haue faid ' fliee's goodly ', come betweene, 76 

Ere you can fay ' fliee's honeft ' : But be't knowne 
(From him that ha's moft caufe to grieue it fliould be) 
Shee's an Adultreffe ! 

Her. Should a Villaine fay fo, 

{The mofl replenifli'd Villaine in the World,) 80 

He were as much more Villaine ! You (my Lord) 
Doe but miftake ! 

Leo. You haue ' miftooke ' (my Lady) 

Polixenes for Leontes ! O thou Thing ! 
<Which He not call a Creature of thy place, 84 

Leaft Barbarifine — making me the precedent — 
Should a like Language vfe to all degrees. 
And mannerly diftinguifliment leaue out. 
Betwixt the Prince and Begger :) H I haue faid 88 

^ Shee's an Adultrefle ' j I haue laid with whom : 

^9 [II. i. 57-89. 
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More, fliee's a Traytor ! and Camillo is 

A Federarie with her ; and one that knowes 

(What flie fhould fliame to know her felfe, gt 

But with her moft vild Principall) that fhee's 

A Bed-fwaruer,^ euen as bad as thofe 

That Vulgars giue bold'ft Titles ! I, and priuy 

To this their late efcape ! 

Her. No, (by my life !) 96 

Priuy to none of this ! How will this grieue you 
When you fliall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus haue publifh'd me ! Gentle my Lord, 
You fcarce can right me throughly, then, to fay loo 

You did miftake. 

Leo. No ! if I ' miftake ' 

In thofe Foundations which I build vpon. 
The Centre is not bigge enough to beare 
A Schoole-Boyes Top. [To Guards] Away with her, ta 
Prifon! 104. 

He who fliall fpeake for her, is a-farre off guiltie. 
But that he fpeakes. 

Her. There's fome ill Planet raignes ! 

I muft be patient, till the Heauens looke 
With an afpeft more fauorable. H Good my Lords, io8' 

I am not prone to weeping, (as our Sex 
Commonly are) ; the want of which vaine dew 
Perchance fliall dry your pitties : but I haue 
That honorable Griefe lodg'd here, which burnes iia 

Worfe then Teares drowne : 'Befeech you all (my Lords !) 
With thoughts fo qualified, as your Charities 
Shall beft inftruft you, raeafure me ! and fo 
The Kings will be perform'd ! 

Leo. [/o Guards.] Shall I be heard ? 116 

Her. Who is't that goes with me ? H 'befeech your Highnes 
My Women may be with me ! for you fee 
My plight requires it. IT Doe not weepe, (good Fooles !) 
There is no caufe : When you fliall know your Miftris iity 
Ha's deferu'd Prifon, then abound in Teares, 
As I come out. This A6lion I now goe on. 
Is for my better grace. IT Adieu, (my Lord !) 

' swaruer = swerver. 
II. i. 90-123 20 
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I neuer wifli'd to fee you forry ; now i *4 

I truft I fliall. IT My Women, come ! you haue leaue. 

Leo. GoCj doe our bidding ! hence ! 

{Exeunt Hbbm. guarded, d Ladies. 

7. Lord. Befeech your Highneffe, call the Queene againe ! 

^ntig. Be certainewhat you do, (Sir,) leaft your luftice ia8 
Proue violence ; in the which, three great ones fufFer, 
Your Selfe, your Queene, your Sonne ! 

2, Lord. For her (my Lord,) 

I dare my life lay downe, and will do't. Sir, 
(Pleafe you t'accept it,) that the Queene is fpotleffe 13a 

I'th' eyes of Heauen, and to you ; (I meane 
In this, which you accufe her !) 

Antig. If it proue 

Shee's otherwife. He keepe my Stables where 
I lodge my Wife ; He goe in couples with her ; 136 

Then, when I feele, and fee her, no farther truft her : 
For euery ynch of Woman in the World, 
I, euery dram of Womans flefli, is falfe, 
Iffliebe! 

Leo. Hold your peaces ! 

J. Lord. Good my Lord ! . . . 140 

Antig. It is for you we fpeake, not for our felues : 
You are abus'd, and by fome putter-on 
That will be damn'd for't ! Would I knew the Villaine, 
I would Land-damne ^ him ! Be ftie honor-flaw'd, 144 

I haue three daughters : (the eldeft is eleuen 5 
The fecond and the third, nine and fome fiue :) 
If this proue true, they'l pay for't. By mine Honor, 
He gelid em all ! fourteene, they ftiall not fee, 148 

To bring falfe generations : they are co-heyres j 
And I had rather glib my felfe, then they 
Should not produce faire iflue ! 

Leo. ' Ceafe ! no more ! 

You fmell this bufinefle with a fence as cold 152 

As is a dead-mans nofe : but I do fee't, and feel't. 
As you feele doing thus [grasps Ant.S arm'] ; and fee withall 



' Landan, a word (like randan) 
imitating the noise of rustics beating 
drams, pans, kettles, and blowing 



horns before an adulterer's house. 
N. &■ Q. iii. 464, New Sk. Soc. 
Tram. 1874, p. 511-12. 
21 [II. i. 124-154. 
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The Inftruments that feele. 

Antig. If it be fo. 

We neede no graue to burie Honefty : 156 

There's not a graine of it, the face to fweeten. 
Of the whole dungy-earth. 

Leo. What ! lacke I credit ? 

/. Lord. I had rather you did lacke, then I, (my Lord,) 
Vpon this ground; and more it would content me, 160 

To haue her Honor true, then your fufpition. 
Be blam'd for't how you might. 

Leo. Why, what neede we 

Commune with you of this ? but rather follow 
Our forceful! inftigation ? Our prerogatiue 164 

Cals not your Counfailes, but our naturall goodneffe 
Imparts this : which, if you (or fbupified. 
Or feeming fo, in skill,) cannot, or will not 
Rellilh a truth, like vs; informe your felues, 168 

We neede no more of your aduice : the matter. 
The lofle, the gaine, the ord'ring on't. 
Is all properly ours. 

Antig. And I wifli (my Liege) 

You had onely in your filent iudgement tride it, 17a 

Without more ouerture. 

Leo. How could that be ? 

Either thou art moft ignorant by age, 
Or thou wer't borne a foole. Camillo's flight, 
Added to their Familiarity, 176 

(Which was as groffe, as euer touch'd conie£ture. 
That lack'd fight onely, nought for approbation 
But onely feeing, all other circumftances 
Made vp to'th deed,) doth pufli-on this proceeding. 180 

Yet, for a greater confirmation, 
(For in an Afte of this importance, 'twere 
Moll pitteous to be wilde,) I haUe difpatch'd in poft. 
To facred Delphos, to Appollos Temple, 184 

Cleomines and Dion, whom you know 
Of llufFd-fufficiency : ^ Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all ; whofe fpirituall counfaile had, 

183. haue] haue (turnd ») F. I honorable vertues.' — Muck Ado,X. 
1 Cp. ' a man, stuffl with al | i. 48, 49, 
II. i. ISS-'S?.] 22 
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Shall flop, ar fpurre me. Haue I done well ? i88 

7, Lord. Well done, (my Lord !) 
Leo. Though I am fatisfide, and neede no more 

Then what I know, yet fliall the Oracle _ 191 

Giue reft to th'mindes of others, fuch as he, IPointS tO Ant. 

Whofe ignorant creduUtie will not 

Come vp to th' truth. So haue we thought it good. 

From our free perfon, (he fliould be confinde, 

Leaft that the treachery of the two fled hence, 196 

Be left her to performe. Come, follow vs ! 

We are to fpeake in publique : for this bufinefle 

Will raife vs all. 

Antig. laside] To laughter, as I take it. 

If the good truth were knowne. {^Exeunt. 200 



Actus Secundus. Scena Secunda. 

A Prison in Sicillia. 

Enter Paulina, a Gentleman,^ d Attendants. {Later, tile 
Gaoler, d Emilia.) 

Paul. The Keeper of the prifon, call to him ! 
Let him haue knowledge who I am ! [Exit Gent.] Good 

Lady, 
No Court in Europe is too good for thee ! 
What doft thou then in prifon ? 

Re-enter Gentleman witfi tfie Gaoler. 

Now, good Sir, 4 

You know me, do you not ? 

Gao. For a worthy Lady, 

And one, who much I honour. 

Pau. Pray you, then, 

Conduft me to the Queene ! 

Gao. I may not, (Madam) ! 

To the contrary, I haue exprefle commandment. 8 

Pau. Here's a-do. 
To locke vp honefty & honour from 

' He may well be ' the Lady Paulinas Steward ' of V. ii. 

23 PI. i. 188-200 ; ii. i-io. 
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Th'acceffe of gentle vifitors ! Is't lawful!, pray you. 

To fee her Women ? Any of them ? Emilia ? i a 

Gao. So pleafe you (Madam) 
To put a-part thefe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Pau. I pray now, call her ! 

HWith-draw your felues ! [Exeunt Gent. & Attendants. 

Gao. And, Madam, i6 

I mufl be prefent at your Conference. 

Pau. Well ! be't fo, prethee. [Exit Gaoler. 

Heere's fuch a-doe, to make no ftaine, a ftaine 
As paffes colouring ! 

Re-enter Gaoler with Emiua. 

Deare Gentlewoman ! ao 

How fares our gracious Lady ? 

Emil. As well as one fo great, and fo forlorne. 
May hold together. On her frights and greefes, 
(Which neuer tender Lady hath borne greater,) 24 

She is, fomething before her time, deliuer'd. 

Pau. A boy ? 

Emil. A daughter ; and a goodly babe, 

Lufly, and like to Hue. The Queene receiues 
Much comfort in't : Sayes, ' my poore prifoner, 28 

I am innocent as you ! ' 

Pau. I dare be fworne ! 

Thefe dangerous, vnfafe Lunes i'th'King, beflirew them ! 
He muft be told on't ; and he ftiall ! the office 
Becomes a woman befl. He take't vpon me ! 3a 

If I prone hony-mouth'd, let my tongue blifter, 
And neuer, to my red-look'd Anger, bee 
The Trumpet any more ! Pray you {Emilia) 
Commend my bell obedience to the Queene : 36 

If Ihe dares trull me with her little babe, 
I'le fliew't the King, and vndertake to bee 
Her Aduocate to th'lowd'ft. We do not know 
How he may foften at the fight o'th'Childe : 40 

The filence (often) of pure innocence 
Perfwades, when fpeaking failes. 

21 . gracious] gtacious F. 
II. ii. 11-41.] 24 
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Emil. Moft worthy Madam ! 

Your honor, and your goodneffe is fo euidentj 
That your free vndertaking cannot miffe 44 

A thriuing yffue : there is no Lady liuing 
So meete for this great errand. Pleafe your Ladiftiip 
To vifit the next roome, He prefently 

Acquaint the Queene of your moft noble offer ; 48 

Who, but to day, hammered of this defigne. 
But durft not tempt a minifter of honour, 
Leaft fhe fhould be deny'd. 

Paul. Tell her (Emilia) 

He vfe that tongue I haue : If wit flow from't, 5 a 

As boldnefle from my bofome, left not be doubted 
I fhall do good, 

Emil. Now be you bleft for it ! [nearer ! 

He to the Queene ! [Fo Gao.] Pleafe you, come fomething 

Gao. Madam, if't pleafe the Queene to fend the babe, 56 
I know not what I fhall incurre, to palTe it, 
Hauing no warrant. 

Pau. You neede not feare it, (lir !) 

This Childe was prifoner to the wombe, and is. 
By Law and proceffe of great Nature, thence 60 

Free'd, and enfranchis'd j not a partie to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
(If any be) the trefpaffe of the Queene. 

Gao. I do beleeue it ! 64 

Paul. Do not you feare ! vpon mine honor, I 
Will ftand betwixt you, and danger ! {Exeunt. 66 



Actus SeeunduS. Sccena Tertia. 

Sicillia. The Kings Room in Ieontes Palace. 

Enter Leontes, Seruants, (d later, Paulina, Antigonus, 
and Lords.) 

Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reft ! It is but weakneiTe i 
To beare the matter thus ; meere weaknefle ! If 
The caufe were not in being; (part o'th'caufe,) 

47. fresently\ presenrly F. S3- ^«'] ^3- le F. 

25 [IL ii. 42-66 ; iii. 1.3. 
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She, th'Adultrefle; (for the harlot-King 4 

Is quite beyond mine Anne, out of the blanke 

And leuell of my braine, plot-proofe ; but ftiee, 

I can hooke to me :) fay that flie were gone, 

Giuen to the fire, a moity of my refl. 8 

Might come to me againe. U Whofe there r 

1. Ser. [aduancing] My Lord ! 

Leo. How do's the boy ? 

1, Ser. He tooke good reft to night : 

'Tis hop'd, his licknefle is difcharg'd. 

Leo. To fee his Nobleneffe ! 12 

Conceyuing the difhonour of his Mother, 
He ftraight declin'd, droop'd, tooke it deeply, 
Faften'd, and fix'd the fhame on't m himfelfe, 
Threw-off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleepe, 16 [goe. 

And down-right languifli'd. [To Seru.] Leaue me folely ! 
See how he fares ! [fx/Y Seru. Others draw back.] HFie, 

fie ! no thought of him ! 
The very thought of my Reuenges that way 
Recoyle vpon me : in himlelfe too mightie, 20 

And in his parties, his Alliance. Let him be, 
Vntill a time may feme ! For prefent vengeance. 
Take it on her ! Camilla and Polixenes 
Laugh at me; make their paftime at my forrow : 24 

They Ihould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall fhe, within my powre ! 

Enter, behind, Paulina, with the Babe. 

1, Lord. You muft not enter ! 
Paul. Nay, rather, (good my Lords !) be fecond to me ! 

Feare you his tyrannous pafsion more, (alas !) a8 

Then the Queenes life ? A gracious innocent foule, 
More free, then he is iealous. 

Antig. That's enough ! 

2. Ser. Madam ! he hath not flept to night ; commanded 
None fhould come at him. 

Pau. Not fo hot, (good Sir !) 32 

I come to bring him fleepe. 'Tis fuch as you, 
(That creepe like fhadowes by him, and do iighe 
At each his needleffe heauings ;) fuch as you, 
II. iii. 4-35.] 26 
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Nourifti the caufe of his awaking. I 3^ 

Do come with words, as medicinall, as true, 
(Honeft as either,) to purge him of that humor 
That preffes him from fleepe. 

Leo. Who noyfe there, hoe ? 

Pau. [comes forward] No ' noyfe," (my Lord !) but need- 
ful! conference, 4° 
About fome Gofsips for your Highneffe. 

Leo. How ? 

H Away with that audacious Lady ! IT Antigonus, 
I charg'd thee that flie fliould not come about me ; 
I knew fhe would ! 

Ant. I told her fo, (my Lord !) 44 

On your difpleafures perill, and on mine. 
She fhould not vifit you. 

Leo. What ! canft not rule her ? 

Paul. From all difhoneftie he can : in this, 
(VnlefTe he take the courfe that you haue done, 48 

Commit me, for committing honor,) truft it, 
He fliall not rule me. 

Ant. La-you now ! you heare ! 

When flie will take the raine, I let her run j 
But (hee'l not ftumble ! 

Paul. Good my Liege ! I come, 52 

And I befeech you heare me, (who profeffes 
My felfe your loyall Seruant, your Phyfitian, 
Your moft obedient Counfailor ; yet that dares 
Leffe appeare fo, in comforting your Euilles, j6 

Then fuch as moft feeme yours :) I fay, I come 
From your good Queene. 

Leo. ' Good Queene ' ? 

Paul. ' Good Queene ', (my Lord,) 

' Good Queene ' ; I fay * good Queene ' j 
And would, by combate, make her 'good,' fo were I 60 

A man, the worft about you ! 

Leo. Force her hence ! 

Pau. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes, 
Firft hand me ! On mine owne accord. He off ; 
But firft. He do my errand ! The ' good Queene ' 64 

(For fhe is 'good ',) hath brought you forth a daughter : 

27 [II. iii. 36-6S- 
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(Heere 'tis !) Commends it to your blefsing ! 

\la^s down the Babe, 

Leo. Out ! 

A mankinde Witch ! Hence with her ! out o'dore ! 
A moft intelligencing bawd ! 

Paul. Not fo ! 68 

I am as ignorant in that, as you 
In fo entitling me; and no leffe honeft 
Then you are mad : which is enough, lie warrant 
(As this world goes) to pafle for 'honeft'. 

Leo. Traitors! J 2 

Will you not pufh her out ? Giue her the Baftard ! 
ITo AhtiG.] Thou dotard ! thou art woman-tyr'd,^ vnroofted 
By thy dame Partlet heere. Take vp the Baftard ! 
Take't vp, I fay ! giue't to thy Croane ! 

Paul, [to AhtiG.1 For euer 76 

Vnvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak'ft vp the Princeffe, by that forced bafeneffe 
Which he ha's put vpon't. 

Leo. He dreads his Wife. 

Paul. So I would, you did ! then 'twere paft all doubt, 80 
Youl'd call your children, yours. 

Leo. A neft of Traitors ! 

Ant. I am none,'by this good light ! 

Pau. Nor I ! nor any 

But one that's heere ; and that's himfelfe ! for he. 
The facred Honor of himfelfe, his Queenes, 84 

His hopefull Sonnes, his Babes, betrayes to Slander, 
Whofe fling is Iharper then the Swords ; and will not 
(For as the cafe now ftands, it is a Curfe 
He cannot be compell'd to't,) once remoue 88 

The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten. 
As euer Oake or Stone was found. 

Leo. A Callat 

Of boundlefTe tongue, who late hath beat her Husband, 
And now bayts me ! This Brat is none of mine ! 92 

It is the iffue of Polixenes ! 
U Hence with it ! and, together with the Dam, 

• woman-tyr' d, hen-pecked. 88. to] too F. 
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Commit them to the fire ! 

Paul. It is yours ! 

And (might we lay th'old Prouerb to your charge,) 96 

' So like you, 'tis the worfe ' ! Behold, (my Lords !) 

[Points to Babe. 
Although the Print be little, the whole Matter 
And Coppy of the Father : (Eye, Nofe, Lippe, 
The trick of's Frowne, his Fore-head; nay, the Valley, 100 
The pretty dimples of his Chin, and Cheeke ; his Smiles ; 
The very Mold, and frame of Hand, Nayle, Finger !) 
— -And thou, good Goddeffe Nature, which haft made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haft 104 

The ordering of the Mind too, 'mongft all Colours, 
No Yellow in't, leaft fhe fulpe6t, as he do's. 
Her Children, not her Husbands ! 

Leo. A groffe Hagge ! 

[To Ant.] And, Lozell, thou art worthy to be hang'd, io8 
That wilt not ftay her Tongue ! 

Antig. Hang all the Husbands 

That cannot doe that Feat, you'le leaue your felfe 
Hardly one Subiedt ! 

Leo. Once more, take her hence ! 

Paul. A moft vnworthy, and vnnaturall Lord iia 

Can doe no more. 

Leo. lie ha' thee burnt ! 

Paul. I care not ! 

It is an Heretique that makes the fire. 
Not fhe which burnes in't. He not call you ' Tyrant ' ; 
But this moft cruell vfage of your Queene, 116 

(Not able to produce more accufation 
"Then your owne weake-hindg'd Fancy,) fomething fauors 
Of Tyrannie, and will ignoble make you. 
Yea, fcandalous to the World ! 

Leo. {to Lords] On your AUegeance, 1 20 

Out of the Chamber with her ! Were I a ' Tyrant ', 
Where were her life ? flie durft not call me fo. 
If fhe did know me one. Away with her ! [Lords push her, 

Paul. I pray you doe not pufh me ! He be gone. 124 

\To Leon.] Looke to your Babe, (my Lord !) 'tis yours ! loue 
fend her 

29 [H. iii. 9S-I2S- 



The fVinters Tale. 

Abetter guiding Spirit! [fo f/;e Lords] What needs thefe hands' 
You that are thus fo tender o're his Follyes, 
Will neuer doe him good, not one of you ! laS 

H Soj fo ! Farewell ! we are gone ! [Exit. 

Leo. Thou (Traytor !) haft fet on thy Wife to this ! 
My Child ? Away with't ! Euen thou, that haft 
A heart fo tender o're it, take it hence ! 132 

And fee it inftantly confum'd with fire ! 
Euen thou, and none but thou ! Take it vp ftraight ! 
Within this houre, bring me word 'tis done, 
(And by good teftimonie,) or He feize thy life, 136 

With what thou elfe cali'fl; thine ! If thou refufe. 
And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay fo ; 
The Baftard-braynes, with thefe my proper hands 
Shall I dafti out ! Goe, take it to the fire, 140 

For thou fett'ft on thy Wife ! 

Antig. I did not. Sir ! 

Thefe Lords, my Noble Fellowes, if they pleafe. 
Can cleare me in't. 

Lords. We can, my Royall Liege ! 

He is not guiltie of her comming hither ! 144 

Leo. You're lyers all ! 

7. Lord. Befeech your Highneffe, giue vs better credit ! 
We haue alwayes truly feru'd you, and befeech', [begge. 

So to efteeme of vs : [Lords kneel'] and on our knees we 
(As recompence of our deare feruices 149 

Paft, and to come,) that you doe change this purpofe. 
Which being fo horrible, fo bloody, miift 
Lead on to fome fowle Iffue ! We all kneele. 

Leo. I am a Feather for each Wind that blows : 1^3 

Shall I liue on, to fee this Baftard kneele, 
And call me ' Father ' ? better burne it now. 
Then curfe it then. But be it ! let it liue ! [Lords rise. 

It fliall not neyther ! \To Antig.] You, Sir, come you hither ! 
You that haue beene fo tenderly officious i j8 

(With Lady Margerie, your Mid-wife there) 
"To faue this Baftards life 5 (for 'tis a Baftard, 
So fure as this Beard's gray !) What will you aduenture, 

147. beseech''[ F. beseech you Rowe. 
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To faue this Brats life ' 

Antig. Any thing (my Lord !) 162 

That my abilitie may vndergoe. 
And Nobleneffe impofe : at leaft thus much : 
lie pawne the little blood which I haue left. 
To faue the Innocent : any thing poffible ! 166 

ieo. Itftiallbepoffible. Sweare by this Sword [Holdsitout. 
Thou wilt performe my bidding ! 

Antig. I will, (my Lord !) 

Leo. Marke, and performe it ! feeft thou ? for the faile 
Of any point in't, fliall not onely be 1 70 

Death to thy felfe, but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon.) We enioyue thee. 
As thou art Liege-man to vs, that thou carry 
This female Baftard hence, and that thou beare it 174 

To fome remote and defart place, quite out 
Of our Dominions ; and that there thou leaue it 
(Without more mercy) to it '^ owne proteftion. 
And fauour of the Climate. As by ftrange fortune 178 

It came to vs, I doe in luftice charge thee. 
On thy Soules perill, and thy Bodyes torture. 
That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place, 
Where Chance may nurfe, or end it. Take it vp ! i8a 

Antig. I fweare to doe this ; though a prefent death 
Had beene more mercifoll. II Come on, (poore Babe !) 

\Takes it up. 
Some powerful] Spirit inftruft the Kytes and Rauens 
To be thy Nurfes ! Wolues and Beares, they fay, 186 

(Cafting their fauageneffe afide,) haue done 
Like offices of Pitty. U Sir, be profperous [Blefling 

In more then this deed do's require ! \To the Ba.be'\ And 
Againft this Crueltie, fight on thy fide, igo 

(Poore Thing, condemn'd to loffe !) [Exit with the Baoe, 

Leo. No ! He not reare 

Anothers Iffue ! 

Enter a Seruant. 

7. Seru. Pleafe 'your Highneffe, Pofts 

From thofe you fent to th' Oracle, are come 

^ it = its. 
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An houre fince : Cleomines and Dion, 194 

Being well arriu'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Hafting to th'Court. 

/, Lord. So pleafe you, (Sir,) their fpeed 

Hath beene beyond accompt. 

Leo. Twentie three dayes 

They haue beene abfent : 'tis good fpeed 5 fore-tells, 198 

The great Apollo luddenly will haue 
The truth of this appeare. Prepare you. Lords ! 
Summon a Seflion, that we may arraigne 
Our moft difloyall Lady ! for, as (he hath 20a 

Been publikely accus'd, fo fhall Ihe haue 
A iuft and open Triall. While fhe hues. 
My heart will be a burthen to me. Leaue me. 
And thinke vpon my bidding ! [Exeunt seuerally. 206 



ASlus Tertius. Scena Prima. 
Sicillia. An Inn, one post from the Capital, 

Enter Cleomines and Dion, In riding habits, attended. 

Cleo. The Clymat's delicate, the Ayre moft fweet, i 

Fertile the Ifle, the Temple much furpaffing 
The common prayfe it beares ! 

Dion. I fhall report 

(For moft it caught me) the Celeftiall Habits, 4 

(Me thinkes I fo ftiould terme them,) and the reuerence 
Of the graue Wearers ! O, the Sacrifice ! 
How ceremonious, folemne, and vn-earthly 
It was i'th'Offring ! 

Cleo. But of all, the burft 8 

And the eare-deaff'ning Voyce o'th'Oracle, 
Kin to hues Thunder, fo furpriz'd my Sence, 
That I was nothing. 

Dio. If th'euent o'th'Iourney 

Proue as fucceffefuU to the Queene (O be't fo !) 12 

As it hath beene to vs, rare, pleafant, fpeediCj 
The time is worth the vfe on't. 

Cleo. Great Apollo 

12. successefM\ snccessefuU (turnd «) F. 
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Turne all to th' beft ! Thefe Proclamations, 

So forcing faults vpon Hermione, 16 

I little like. 

Dio. The violent carriage of it 

"Will cleare, or end the Bufineffe. When the Oracle 
(Thus by Apollo's great Diuine feal'd vp) 
Shall the Contents difcouer, fomething rare ao 

Euen then will rufh to knowledge, f Goe ! frefti Horfes ! 1 
And gracious be the iffue '. [_Exeunt. 

Actus Tertius, Scosna Secunda. 

SiciUia. The Hiih Court of lustice; 'i'th' open ayre.'^ 

Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers, Commonalty: afterwards, 
Hermione (as to her Triall), PAULINA, Ladies: then 
Cleomines, Dion : d last, a Sernant. 

Leo. This Seffions (to our great griefe we pronounce) i 
Euen pulhes 'gainfl: our heart ! The partie try'd. 
The Daughter of a King, our Wife, and one 
Of vs too much belou'd. Let vs be clear'd 4 

Of being tyrannous, fince we fo openly 
Proceed in luflice, which (hall haue due courfe, 
Euen to the Guilt, or the Purgation. 
Produce the Prifoner ! 8 

Officer. It is his Highneffe pleafure, tSiat the Queene 
Appeare in perfon, here in Court. Silence ! 

Enter Hebmione guarded, with Paulina d Ladies 
attending, 

Leo. Reade the Indidment ! 1 1 

Officer, [reads'] ' Hermione, Queene to the worthy Leontes, 
King of Sicilia ! thou art here accufed and arraigned of High 
Treqfon, in committing Adultery with Polixenes, King of 
Bohemia, and confpiring with Camillo to take away the [15 
Life of our Soueraigne Lord the King, thy Royall Husland : 
the pretence ' whereof being by circum/lances partly layd open. 



' Line 21 implies that the Riders 
had brought in tired horses, and 
had not just landed, as some Eds. 



make them. 
» See 1. 103, p. 36. 
' pretence = intent. 

[III. i. 15-22 ; ii. 1-17. 
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thou (Hermione) contrary to the Faith and Allegeance of a 
true SubieSi, didjl counfaile and ayde them, for their letter 
fafetie, toflye away by Night.' 20 

Her. Since what I am to fay, muft be but thai 
Which contradifits my Accufation, and 
The teftimonie on my part, no other 

But what comes from my felfe, it Ihall fcarce boot me 24 
To fay, ' Not guiltie ! ' mine Integritie 
Being counted Falfehood, ftiall (as I expreffe it) 
Be fo receiu'd. But thus, if Powres Diuine 
Behold our humane Aftions, (as they doe,) 28 

I doubt not then, but Innocence fhall make 
Falfe Accufation blufli, and Tyrannic 
Tremble at Patience. II You (my Lord) beft know, 
(Whom leaft will feeme to doe fo,) my paft life 32 

Hath beene as continent, as chafte, as true, 
As I am now vnhappv; which is more 
Then Hiftorie can patterne, though deuis'd. 
And play'd, to take Spedtators. For behold me, 36 

A Fellow of the Royall Bed, which owe 
A Moitie of the Throne ; a great Kings Daughter, 
The Mother to a hopefull Prince, here Handing 
To prate and talke for Life and Honor, 'fore 40 

Who pleafe to come, and heare ! For Life, I prize it 
As I weigh Griefe, (which I would fpare :) For Honor, 
'Tis a deriuatiue from me to mine ; 

And onely that, I ftand for. I appeale 44 

To your owne Confcience, (Sir,) before Polixenes 
Came to your Court, how I was in your grace. 
How merited to be fo : Since he came, 

With what encounter fo vncurrant, I 48 

Haue ftrayn'd t'appeare thus : if one iot beyond 
The bound of Honor, or in aft, or will 
That way enclining, hardned be the hearts 
Of all that heare me, and my neer'ft of Kin 52 

Cry ' fie ' vpon my Graue ! 

Leo. I ne're heard yet. 

That any of thefe bolder Vices wanted 
Lefle Impudence to gaine-fay-what they did. 
Then to performe it firft ! 
III. ii. 18-55.] 34 
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Her. That's trae enough, 56 

Though 'tis a faying (Sir) not due to me ! 

Leo. You will not owne it ! 

Her. More then Miftreffe of 

Which comes to me in name of Fault, I muft not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 60 

{With whom I am accus'd,) I doe confeffe 
I lou'd him, as in Honor he requir'd, 
With fuch a kind of Loue, as might become 
A Lady like me ; with a Loue, euen fuch 64 

{So, and no other) as your felfe commanded : 
Which, not to haue done, I thinke had been in me 
Both Difobedience, and Ingratitude 

To you, and toward your Friend, whofe Loue had fpoke, 68 
Euen fince it could fpeake, from an Infant, freely. 
That it was yours. Now for Confpiracie ! 
I know not how it taftes, though it be difh'd 
For me to try how : All I know of it, 7* 

Is, that Camillo was an honeft man ; 
And why he left your Court, the Gods themfelues 
{Wotting no more then I) are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 76 

What you haue vnderta'ne to doe in's abfence. 

Her. Sir, 

You fpeake a Language that I vnderftand not ! 
JMy Life ftands in the leuell of your Dreames, 
Which He lay downe. 

Leo. Your Adions are my ' Dreames '. 80 

You had a Ballard by Polixenes, 
j^nd I but dream'd it ! As you were paft all fhame, 
(Thofe of your Faft are fo,) fo paft all truth ; 
Which to deny, concernes more then auailes ; for as 84 

Thy Brat hath been caft out, like to it felfe, 
No Father owning it, (which is, indeed. 
More criminall in thee, then it,) fo thou 
Shalt feele our luftice ; in whofe eafieft paflage, 88 

Looke for no leffe then death ! ' 

Her. Sir, fpare your Threats ! 

The Bugge which you would fright me with, I feeke. 
To me, can Life be no commoditie j 
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The crowne and comfort of my Life, (your Fauor,) 92 

I doe giue loft ; for I doe feele it gone. 

But know not how it went. My fecond loy, 

And firft Fruits of my body, from his prefence 

I am bard, like one infeftious. My third comfort, 96 

(Stard moft vnluckily,) is from my breaft, 

(The innocent milke in it ^ moft innocent mouth !^ 

Hal'd out to murther ! My felfe, on euery Poft 

Proclaym'd a Strumpet ! With immodeft hatred, 100 

The Child-bed priuiledge deny'd, which longs 

To Women of all falhion I Laftly, hurried 

Here, to this place, i'th' open ayre, before 

I haue got ftrength of limit ! Now (my Liege) 104 

Tell me what bleffings I haue here aliue. 

That I Ihould feare to die ? Therefore proceed ! 

But yet heare this ! miftake me not ! — no Life, 

(I prize it not a ftraw,) but for mine Honor, 108 

Which I would free ; — if I ftiall be condemn' d 

Vpon furmizes, (all proofes fleeping elfe. 

But what your lealoufies awake,) I tell you, 

'Tis Rigor, and not Law. H Your Honors all, iia 

I doe referre me to the Oracle ! 

Apollo be my ludge ! 

/. Lord. This your requeft 

Is altogether iuft : therefore bring forth 1 15 

(And in Apollo's Name) his Oracle ! [Exeunt SOme Officers. 

Her. The Emperor of Riiffia was my Father. 
Oh that he were aliue, and here beholding 
His Daughters Tryall ! that he did but fee 
The fiatneffe of my miferie; yet with eyes lao 

Of Pitty, not Reuenge ! 

Re-enter Officers, with Cleomenes d Dion, d seald Letter. 

Officer. You here ftial fweare vpon this Sword of luftice. 
That you {Cleomines and Dion) haue 

Been both at Delphos, and from thence haue brought 124 
This feal'd-vp Oracle, by the Hand deliuer'd 
Of great Apollo's Prieft ; and that fince then. 
You haue not dar'd to breake the holy Scale, 

96. iard] bar'd F. 97. Starii] Star'd F. ' i( = its. 
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Nor read the Secrets in't. 

Cleo. Dio. All this we fweare ! 128 

Leo. Breake vp the Seales, and read ! 

Officer, [rea rfs] ' Hermione M cAo^ ; V o\\\ents llameleffe ; 
Camillo a true SuiieSi; Leontes a iealous Tyrant; his innocent 
Babe truly begotten ; and the Kingjhall Hue without an Heire, 
if that which is lojl, be not found.' 133 

Lords. Now blefled be the great Apollo ! 

Her. Prayled ! 

Leo. Haft thou read truth ? 

Offic. I, (my Lord !) euen fo as it is here fet downe ! 

Leo. There is no truth at all i'th'Oracle ! 137 

The Seflions Ihall proceed ! this is meere falfehood ! 

[A Servant rushes in. 

1. Ser. My Lord the King ! the King ! 

Leo. What is the bufineffe ? 

7. Ser. O Sir, I fliall be hated to report it ! 
The Prince your Sonne, with meere conceit, and feare 141 
Of the Queenes fpeed, is gone ! 

Leo. How? gone? 

7. Ser. Is dead ! 

Leo. Apollo's angry, and the Heauens themfelues 
Doe ftrike at my Iniuftice ! [HekMIONE swoons."] How now 
there ? 

Paul. This newes is mortall to the Queene ! Look downe. 
And fee what Death is doing ! 

Leo. Take her hence ! 146 

Her heart is but o're-charg'd : fhe will recouer. 
(I haue too much beleeu'd mine owne fufpition.) 
'Befeech you, tenderly apply to her 

Some remedies for life! [PAULINA eg Ladies bear out 
HeRMIONE.] ^\ Apollo! pardon i^o 

My great prophaneneffe 'gainft thine Oracle ! — 
He reconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woe 1 my Queene, recall the good Camillo, 
(Whom I proclaime a man of Truth, ef Mercy :) 154 

For, being tranfported by my lealoufies 
To bloody thoughts, and to reuenge, I chofe 

144. strikil stiike (tumd r) F. ' woe = woo. 
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Camillo for the minifter, to poyfon 

My friend Polixenes : which had been done, 158 

But that the good mind of Camillo tardted 

My fwift command, though I, with Death, and with 

Reward, did threaten and encourage him. 

Not doing it, and being done : he (moft humane, 162 

And fill'd with Honor,) to my Kingly Gueft 

Vnclafp'd my praftife, quit his fortunes here, 

(Which you knew great,) and to the hazard 

Of all Incertainties, himfelfe commended, 166 

No richer then his Honor. How he glifters 

Through my Ruft ! and how his Pietie 

Do's my deeds make the blacker ! 

Re-enter Padlina. 

Paul. Woe the while ! 

O cut my Lace, leaft my heart (cracking it) 170 

Breake too ! 

1. Lord. What fit is this, good Lady ? 

Paul. What ftudied torments (Tyrant !) haft for me ? 
What Wheeles ? Racks ? Fires ? What flaying ? boyling ? 
In Leads, or Oyles ? What old, or newer Torture 174 

Muft I receiue, whofe euery word deferues 
To tafte of thy moft worft ? Thy Tyranny 
Together working with thy lealoufies, 

(Fancies too weake for Boyes, too greene and idle 178 

For Girles of Nine,) O, thinke what they haue done. 
And then run mad indeed, ftarke-mad ! for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but fpices of it. 
That thou betrayed'ft Polixenes, 'twas nothing; 182 

(That did but fhew thee, of a Foole, inconftant, 
And damnable ingratefull :) Nor was't much, 
Thou would'ft haue poyfon'd good Camilla's Honor 
To haue him kill a King ; (poore Trefpaffes, 186 

More monftrous ftanding by : whereof I reckon 
The cafting forth to Crowes, thy Baby-daughter, 
To be or none, or little ; though a Deuill 
Would haue flied water out of fire, ere don't :) 190 

Nor is't direftly layd to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, whofe honorable thoughts 
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(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the heart 

That could conceiue a grofle and foolifh Sire 194 

Blemifti'd his gracioas Dam : this is not, no, 

Layd to thy anfwere ; but the laft, (IT O Lords, 

When I haue faid, cry ' woe ! ') the Queene, the Queene, 

The fweet'ft, deer'ft creature's dead ! & vengeance for't 198 

Not drop'd downe yet. 

7. Lord. The higher powres forbid ! 

Pau. I fay, flie's dead ! He fwear't ! If word, nor oath 
Preuaile not, go and fee ! if you can bring 202 

Tinfture, or luftre in her lip, her eye 
Heate outwardly, or breath within. He feme you 
As 1 would do the Gods. IT But, O thou Tyrant ! 
Do not repent thefe things ; for they are heauier 206 

Then all thy woes can ftirre : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but difpaire ! A thoufand knees. 
Ten thoufand yeares together, naked, faffing, 
Vpon a barren Mountaine, and ffill Winter 210 

In ftorme perpetuall, could not moue the Gods 
To looke that way thou wer't ! 

Leo. Go on, go on ! 

Thou canft not fpeake too much ; I haue deferu'd 
All tongues to talke their bittreft ! [Hides his face in his hands. 

I.Lord. Say no more ! 214 

How ere the bufineffe goes, you haue made fault 
I'th boldneffe of your Q)eech. 

Pau. I am forry for't ! 

All faults I make, when I Ihall come to know them, 
I do repent. Alas! I haue fliew'd too much 218 

The raflmeffe of a woman : he is toucht 
To th'Noble heart ! IGoes vp to Leon.] What's gone, and 

what's paft helpe. 
Should be paft greefe. Do not receiue afflidion 
At my petition ! I befeech you, rather 22a 

Let me be punilh'd, that haue minded you 
Of what you ihould forget ! Now, (good my Liege !) 

{Touches him. 
Sir, Ryall Sir, forgiue a foolifti woman ! 
The loue I bore your Queene . . . (Lo, foole againe !) 226 
He fpeake of her no more, nor of your Children : 
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lie not remember you of my owne Lord, 
(Who is loft too :) take your patience to yon 
And He fay nothing ! 

Leo. Thou didft fpeake but well, 430 

When moft the truth ; which I recejTie much better. 
Then to be pittied of thee ! Prethee bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queene, and Sonne \ 
One graue fliall be for both : Vpon them, (hall 234 

The caufes of their death appeare (vnto 
Our fhame perpetuall). Once a day. He vifit 
The Chappell where they lye ; and teares fhed there 
Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 138 

Will beare vp with this exercife, fo long 
I dayly vow to vfe it. Come, and leade me 
To thefe forrowes ! [Exeunt. 241 



Actus Tertius. Sccena Tertia. 

Bohemia. The desert sea-shore. 

Enter Antigonus with Heemiones Bale, d a Marriner. 
(Later, an old Sheepeheard, and Clowne, his Son.) 

Ant. Thou art perfeft then, our ihip hath toucht vpon 
The D efarts of Bohemia ? 

Mar. I, (my Lord !) and feare 

We haue Landed in ill time : the skies looke grimly. 
And threaten prefent blufters. In my confcience, 4 

The heauens (with that we haue in hand) are angry. 
And frowne vpon's. 

Ant. Their facred Wils be done ! go get a-boord I 
Looke to thy barke ! He not be long before 8 

I call vpon thee. 

Mar. Make your beft hafte, and go not 

Too farre i'th Land ! 'tis like to be lowd weather. 
Befides, this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keepe vpon't. 

Antig. Go thou away ! la 

He follow inftantly. 

7. fr*]wil'sF. 
III. ii. 228-241 ; iii. 1-12.] 40 
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Mar. I am glad at heart 

To be fo ridde o'th bufineffe. \_Exit. 

Ant. Come, poore babe ! 

I haue heard, (but not beleeu'd,) the Spirits o'th'dead 
May walke againe : if fuch thing be, thy Mother i6 

Appear'd to me laft night ; for ne'ra was dreame 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
(Sometimes her head on one fide, fome another; 
I neuer faw a veffell of like forrow, so 

So fiU'd, and fo becomming :) in pure white Robes 
(Like very fanftity) (he did approach 
My Cabine where I lay ; thrice bow'd before me. 
And (gafping to begin fome fpeech) her eyes 34 

Became two fpouts : the furie fpent, anon 
Did this breake from her : ' Good Antigonus ! 
Since Fate (againft thy better difpofition) 
Hath made thy perfon for the Thrower-out a 8 

Of my poore babe, according to thine oath ; 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia; 
There weepe, and leaue it crying; and, for the babe 
Is counted loft for euer, Perdita, 32 

I prethee, call't ! For this vngentle bufineffe. 
Put on thee by my Lord, thou ne're ftialt fee 
Thy Wife Paulina more.' And fo, with fliriekes. 
She melted into Ayre. Affrighted much, 36 

I did in time colleft my felfe, and thought 
This was fo, and no flumber. Dreames, are toyes ; 
Yet for this once, (yea, fuperftitioufly,) 
I will be fquar'd by this. I do beleeue 40 

Hermione hath fuffer'd death, and that 
Apollo would (this being indeede the iffue 
Of King Polixenes,) it Ihould heere be laide 
(Either for life, or death) vpon the earth 44 

Of it's right Father. U Bloffome, fpeed thee well ! 
There lye, and there thy charrafter ! there thefe, 

[Lays down the Babe, wrapt (with letters) in Hebmiones 
mantle, her iewel round its neck; d then a Box of 
iewels d money. 

28. Thr<mier-out\ Thower-out F. 

41 [III. ia 13-46. 
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Which may (if Fortune pleafe) both breed thee, (pretty !) 
And ftill reft thine. [Thunder.} The ftorme beginnes. Poore 

wretch. 
That (for thy mothers fault) art thus expos'd 49 

To lofle, and what may follow ! Weepe I caiinot, 
But my heart bleedes ; and moft accurft am I, 
To be by oath enioyn'd to this ! Farewell ! 
The day firownes more and more : thou'rt like to haue 
A lullabie too rough : I neuer faw 54 

The heauens fo dim, by day ! INoise of Hunters d Dogs 

within.l A fauage clamor ! 
Well may I get a-boord ! [Enter a Beare'] This is the Chace. 
I am gone for euer ! [Exit, purfued by a Beare. 

Enter a Sheepeheard ' of fourescore three '. 

Shep. I would there were no age betweene ten and three- 
and-twenty, or that youth would fleep out the reft ! for [59 
there is nothing (in the betweene) but getting wenches 
with childe, wronging the Auncientry, ftealing, fighting, — 
[Halloes within'] Hearke you now ! Would any but thefe 
boylde-braines of nineteene, and two and twenty, hunt [63 
this weather ? They haue fcarr'd away two of my beft 
Sheepe, which I feare the Wolfe will fooner finde, then the 
Maifter ; if any where I haue them, 'tis by the fea-fide, bronz- 
ing of luy. [Sees the Babe.] Good-lucke (and't be thy [67 
will !) what haue we heere ? Mercy on's ! a Barne ! A 
very pretty barne ! A boy, or a Childe,^ I wonder ? (A pretty 
one, a verie prettie one !) fure, fome Scape ! Though I am not 
bookifh, yet I can reade ' Waiting-Gentlewoman ' in the [7 1 
fcape. This has beene fome ftaire-worke, fome Trunke-worke, 
fome behinde-doore worke ! They were warmer that got this, 
then the poore Thing is heere ! He take it vp for pity : yet 
He tarry till my fonne come : he hallow'd but euen now. 
IT Whoa-ho-hoa ! 76 

Enter Clowne. 

Clo. Hilloa, loa ! 

Shep. What ? art fo neere ? If thou'lt fee a thing to talke 
on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hither ! what ayl'fl: 
thou, man ? 80 

' CAiide = girl. 
III. iii. 47-80.] 42 
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Clo. I haue feene two fuch fights, by Sea & by Land ! but 
I am not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the skie ; betwixt the 
Firmament and it, you cannot thrufl a bodkins point. 

Shep. Why, boy ! how is it ? 84 

Clo. I would you did but fee, how it chafes, how it rages, 
how it takes vp the fliore ! but that's not to the point. Oh ! 
the moft pitteous cry of the poore foules ! fometimes to fee 
'em, and not to fee 'em ; Now the Shippe boaring the [88 
Moone with her maine Maft, and anon fwallowed with 
yeft and froth, as you'ld thrufl: a Corke into a hogfhead. 
And then for the Land-feruice, to fee how the Beare tore 
out his ihoulder-bone, how he cride to mee for helpe, [9a 
and faid his name was Antigonus, a Nobleman ! But to 
make an end of the Ship ; to fee how the Sea fiap-dragon'd ^ 
it ! but firfl:, how the poore foules roared, and the fea 
mock'd them ! and how the poore Gentleman roared, [96 
and the Beare mock'd him, both roaring lowder then the 
fea, or weather ! 

Shep. Name of mercy ! when was this, boy ? 99 

Clo. Now, now ! I haue not wink'd fince I faw thefe 
fights : the men are not yet cold vnder water, nor the Beare 
halfe din'd on the Gentleman : he's at it now. 102 

Shep. Would I had bin by, to haue help'd the olde 
man ! 

Clo. I would you had beene by the ftiip fide, to haue help'd 
her ! there, your charity would haue lack'd footing. 106 

Shep. Heauy matters ! heauy matters ! but looke thee 
heere, boy ! Now blefle thy felfe ! thou met'fl: with things 
dying ; I, with things new borne. Here's a fight for thee ! 
Looke thee, {Takes up Babe in the Mantle'] a bearing- [i ro 
cloath ^ for a Squires childe ! Looke thee heere! [Shows the 
Box] take vp, take vp, (Boy !) open't ! So, let's fee ! it was 
told me I Ihould be rich by the Fairies. This is fome 
Changeling : open't ! what's within, boy ? 1 14 

Clo. [opens the Box] You're a made old man ! If the 
finnes of your youth are forgiuen you, you're well to liue ! 
Golde! all Gold! 117 

Shep. This is Faiery Gold, boy ; and 'twill proue fo. Vp 

'^ flap-dragon' d, swallowed. I 115. made\ Theobald (L. H. 

' tearing-cloath, christening-cloth. | conj.). mad F. 

43 [in. ui. 8i-n8. 
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with't ! keepe it clofe ! home, home, the next^ way ! We are 
luckie, (boy !) and to bee fo ftill, requires nothing but fecrecie. 
Let my Iheepe go ! Come, (good boy,) the next ^ way home ! 

Clo, Go you the next way with your Findings ! He go fee 
if the Beare bee gone from the Gentleman, and how much he 
hath eaten : (they are neuer curft but when they are hungry :) 
if there be any of him left, He bury it. 125 

Shep. That's a good deed ! If thou mayeft difcerne by 
that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th'fight of 
him! J 28 

Clowne. 'Marry, will I; and you fliall helpe to put him 
i'th'ground. 

Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy ! and wee'l do good deeds 
on't! \ Exeunt. 133 



ASius Quartus, Scena Prima. 

The Stage of the Theatre. 

Enter Time, the Chorus. 

Time. I that pleafe fome, try all, (both ioy and terror 
Of good, and bad,) that make, and vnfolde error, 2 

Now take vpon me (in the name of Time) 
To vfe my wings. Impute it not a crime 4 

To me, or my fwift paffage, that I Aide 
Ore fixteene yeeres, and leaue the growth vntride 6 

Of that wide gap ; fince it is in my powre 
To orethrow Law, and, in one felfe-borne howre, 8 

To plant, and ore-whelme Cuftome. Let me paffe 
The fame I am, ere ancient'ft Order was, 10 

Or what is now receiu'd. I witneffe to 

The times that brought them in ; fo fliall I do 12 

To th'freftieft things now reigning, and make ftale 
The gliftering of this prefent, as my Tale 14 

Now feemes to it. Your patience this allowing, 
I turne my gJaffe, and giue my Scene fuch growing 16 

As you had flept betweene : {Leontes leaning 

^ nighest, nearest. 

2. maie and vtt/olde] Kcme. makes and vnfolds F, maske Theobald. 
III. iii. 119-132 ; IV. i. 1-17.] 44 
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Th'effefts of his fond iealoufies, fo greening i3 

That he fhuts vp himfelfe :) Imagine me 

(Gentle Speftators) that I now may be 20 

In faire Bohemia ! And remember well, 

I mentioned a fonne o'th'Kings, which Florizell 22 

I now name to you ; and with fpeed fo pace 

To fpeake of Perdita, now growne in grace a4 

Equall with wond'ring. What of her infues, < 

I lift not prophefie j but let Times newes 26 

Be knowne when 'tis brought forth. A fhepherds daughter. 

And what to her adheres, which foUowes after, aS 

Is th'argument of Time. Of this allow. 

If euer you haue fpent time worfe, ere now ; 30 

If neuer, yet that Time himfelfe doth fay. 

He wifties earneftly, you neuer may ! [Exit. 32 



Actus QuartUS, Scena Secunda. 
Bohemia. A Room in Polixenes Palace. 

Enter Polixenbs, and Camillo. 

Pol. I pray thee, (good Camillo,) be no more importunate ! 
'tis a ficknefle, denying thee any thing ; a death, to grant this * 

Cam. It is fifteene^ yeeres fince I faw my Countrey. 
Though I haue (for the moft part) bin ayred abroad, I de- [4 
fire to lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent King (my 
Mailer) hath fent for ncie ; to whofe feeling forrowes I might 
be fome allay, (or I oreweene to thinke fo ;) which is another 
fpurre to my departure. 8 

Pol. As thou lou'ft me, {Camillo,') wipe not out the reft of 
thy feruices, by leauing me now : the neede I haue of thee, 
thine owne goodnefle hath made : better not to haue had 
thee, then thus to want thee, thou hauing made me Bufi- [la 
nefles, which none (without thee) can fufiSciently manage, 
muft either ftay to execute them thy felfe, or take away with 
thee the very feruices thou haft done : which, if I haue not 
enough confidered, (as too much I cannot,) to bee more [16 

' ' Sixteene ' in IV. i. 6. 

45 [nr. i. 18-32; ii. 1-16. 
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thankefull to thee> fliall bee my ftudie; and my profite 
therein, the heaping firiendihippes. Of that fatall Countrey, 
5'jciZ/ia, prethee ^eake no more ! whofe very naming, punnifhes 
me with the remembrance of that 'penitent' (as thou [ao 
calft him) and reconciled King, my brother ; whofe loffe of 
his moft precious Queene & Children, are euen now to be 
a-frefh lamented. Say to me, when faw'ft thou the Prince 
Florixell, my fon ? Kings are no lefle vnhappy, their iffue [24 
not being gracious, then they are in loofing them when they 
haue approued their Vertues ! 

Cam. Sir, it is three dayes fince I faw the Prince. What 
his happier aifayres may be, are to me vnknowne ; but I [a8 
haue (mifsingly) noted, he is of late much retyred from 
Court, and is lefTe frequent to his Princely exercifes then 
formerly he hath appeared. 3 1 

Pol. I haue coniidered fo much, (Camillo,') and with fome 
care ; fo farre, that I haue eyes vnder my feruice, which looke 
vpon his remouedneffe ; from whom I haue this Intelligence : 
that he is feldome from the houfe of a moft homely (hep- [35 
heard ; a man (they fay) that from very nothing, and beyond 
the imagination of his neighbors, is growne into an vnlpeakable 
eftate. 38 

Cam. I hane heard (fir) of fuch a man, who hath a daughter 
of moft rare note : the report of her is extended more, then 
can be thought to begin from fuch a cottage. 41 

Pol. That's likewife part of my Intelligence. But I fear 
the Angle that pluckes our fonne thither. Thou flialt accom- 
pany vs to the place; where we will (not appearing what 
we are) haue fome queftion with the fliepheard; from [45 
whofe fimplicity, I thinke it not vneafie to get the caufe of 
my fonnes refort thether. 'Prethe be my prefent partner in 
this bufines, and lay afide the thoughts of Sicillia ! 

Cam. I willingly obey your command ! 

Pol. My beft Camillo ! We muft difguife our felues. jo 

{Exeunt. 

so. Exeunt.^ Exit. F. 
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Actus Quartus. Scena Tertia. 
Bohemia. A Road near the Shepheards Cottage, 

Enter AvTOhicvs,Jinging. 

When Daffodils begin to peere, i 

IFith {heigh .') the Doxy ouer the dale. 

Why, then comes in thefweet o'the yeere. 
For the red Mood raigns in y' ivinters pale. 4 

The white Jkeete lleaching on the hedge, 5 

With {hey !) thefweet birds, O, how theyjing ! 

Doth Jet my pugging^ tooth an edge ; 

For a quart of Ale is a di/hfor a King ! 8 

The Larke, that tirra-L)Ta chaunts, 9 

With {heigh !) the Thrujh, and {hey!) the lay : 
Are Summer fongs for me and my Aunts, 

While we lye tumbling in the hay. 12 

I haue ferQ'd Prince Florizell, and in my time wore three 
pile ; but now I am out of feruice : 14 

Butjhall I go mournefor that, {my deere ? ) 

The pale Moonejhines by night : 
And when I wander here and there, 

I then do mojl go right. 1 8 

If Tinkers may haue leaue to Hue, 

and beare the Sow-skin Bowget, 
Then my account I well may giue, 

and in the Stockes auouch it. 22 

My Trafficke is Iheetes : when the Kite builds, looke to 

leffer Linnen ! My Father nam'd me Autolicus ; who, being 

(as I am) lytter'd vnder Mercurie, was likewife 

A fnapper-vp of vnconfidered trifles. 26 

With Dye and drab, I purchas'd this Caparifon ; 

And my Reuennew is the filly Cheate. 

Gallowes, and Knocke, are too powerfuU on the Highway. 

Beating and hanging are terrors to mee! For the life to 

' thievish. 10. With heighl F. With heigh, with heigh F2. 

47 [rv. iii. 1-30. 
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come, I fleepe out the thought of it. [Sees the Clowne.] A 

prize ! a prize ! 3 a 

Enter Clowne. 

Clo. Let me fee; euery 'Leauen weather . . . toddes; 
euery tod yeeldes . . . pound and odde {hilling : fifteene 
hundred fliome j what comes the v^ooll to ? 3 j 

[Counts on his fln^ers, 

Aut. [Aside.'] If the fprindge hold, the Cocke's mine. 

Clo. I cannot do't without Compters ! Let mee fee ! what 
am I to buy for our Sheepe-fhearing Feaft ? [Pufis OUt a. 
Note, d reads'] ' Three pound of Sugar ( fine pound of [39 
Currence ; Rice : ' What will this lifter of mine do with 
Rice ? But my father hath made her Miftris of the Feaft, and 
Ihe layes it on. Shee hath made me four and twenty Nofe- 
gayes for the Ihearers, (three-man fong-men, all, and very [43 
good ones ; but they are moft of them Meanes and Bales ; 
but one Puritan amongft them, and he fings Pfalmes to home- 
pipes.) I muft haue ' Saffron ' to colour the Warden Pies ; 
' Mace J Dates,' none ; (that's out of my note :) ' Nut- [47 
megges, feuen ; a Race ^ or two of Ginger ; ' (but that I may 
begge :) ' Foure pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reyfons 
o'th Sun.' 50 

Aut. Oh, that euer I was borne ! [Grouels on the ground. 

Clo. I'th'name of me ! .... 51 

Aut. Oh! helpe me, helpe mee! plucke but off thefe 
ragges ! and then, death ! death ! 

Clo. Alacke, poore foule ! thou haft need of more rags to 
lay on thee, rather then haue thefe off. 56 

Aut. Oh, fir ! the loathfomneffe of them offend mee, more 
then the ftripes I haue receiued, which are mightie ones, and 
millions. 59 

Clo. Alas, poore man ! a million of beating may come to a 
great matter. 61 

Aut. I am rob'd, fir, and beaten ! my money, and apparrell 
tane from me, and thefe deteftable things put vpon me ! 

Clo. What ! by a horfe-man, or a foot-man ? 

Aut. A footman, (fweet fir,) a footman. 65 

Clo. Indeed, he fhould be a footman, by the garments he 

35. to] too F. 1 root. 63. detestable} derestable F. 

IV. iii. 31-66.] 48 
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has left with thee. If this bee a horfemans Coate, it hath 
feene very hot feruice. Lend me thy hand ! He helpe thee ! 
Come, lend me thy hand ! iHelps him to me, 

Aut. Oh, good fir ! tenderly ! oh ! ^o 

Plo. Alas, poore foule ! 

Aut. Oh, good fir ! foftly, good fir ! I feare (fir) my 
Ihoulder-blade is out. 

Clo. How now? Canftftand? 74 

Aut. Softly, deere fir ! good fir, foftly ! IPicks his poclief] 
you ha done me a charitable office. 

Clo. Doeft lacke any mony ? I haue a little mony for thee. 
[Moues his hand towards his pocliet 

Aut. [stopping him] No, good fweet fir ! no, I befeech 
you, fir ! I haue a Kinfman not pafi: three quarters of a 
mile hence, vnto whome I was going; I fliall there haue 
money, or anie thing I want. OiFer me no money, I pray 
you ! That killes my heart. 8a 

Clow. What manner of Fellow was hee that robb'd you ? 

Aut. A fellow (fir) that I haue knowne to goe about with 
Troll-my-dames ^ : I knew him once a feruant of the Prince : 
I cannot tell, good fir, for which of his Vertues it was, but 
hee was certainely Whipt out of the Court. 87 

Clo. His ' vices ', you would fay : there's no ' vertue ' whipt 
out of the Court! they cherilh it, to make it fl:ay there; and 
yet it will no more but abide. 90 

Aut. ' Vices ' I would fay (Sir.) I know this man well, 
he hath bene fince an Ape-bearer ; then a Proceffe-feruer (a 
Bayliffe) ; then hee compaft a Motion^ of the Prodigall Sonne, 
and married a Tinkers wife, within a Mile where my Land [94 
and Lining lyes; and (hauing flowne ouer many knauifh 
profeffions) he fetled onely in Rogue : fome call him Autolicus. 

Clo. Out vpon him ! Prig, for my life ! Prig ! he haunts 
Wakes, Faires, and Beare-baitings. 98 

Aut. Very true, fir ! he, fir, hee ! that's the Rogue that put 
me into this apprraell ! 

Clo. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia ! If you 
had but look'd bigge, and fpit at him, hee'ld haue runne ! 102 



1 Troll-my-dames, pigeon-holes, Trunkes, or the Hole. — Cotgrave. 
game like bagatelle. Fr, Troll ' Motion, puppet-show. 



a game ^ 

Madame. The game called 
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^ Aut. I muft confeffe to you (fir) I am no fighter : I am 
falfe of heart that way ; & that he knew, I warrant him. 

Clo. How do you now ? loj 

Aut. Sweet fir, much better then I was ! I can fiand, and 
walke : I will euen take my leaue of you, & pace foftly 
towards my Kinfmans. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way ? 109 

Aut. No, good fac'd fir ! no, fweet fir ! 

Clo. Then fartheewell ! I muft go buy Spices for our 
■ftieepe-fhearing. iia 

Aut. Profper you, fweet fir ! [Exit Clo.] Your purfe is 
not hot enough to purchafe your Spice. He be with you at 
your flieepe-lhearing too ! If I make not this Cheat bring out 
another, and the flieerers proue ftieepe, let me be vnrold, and 
my name put in the booke of Vertue ! 117 

Song. log-on, log-on, the foot-path way. 
And merrily hent the Stile-a ! 
A men'y heart goes all the day ' 
Your fad, tyres in a Mile-a ' [Exit. 121 



Actus QuartuS, Scena Quarta. 

Bohemia. The Sheplieards Cottage. 

Enter Florizell (as DOBICLES), Perdita, (d later. Shep- 
herd, Clownej PoLixENES, Camillo, Mopsa, Dokcas, 
Seruants, Autolicus.) 

Flo. Thefe your vnvfuall weeds, to each part of you 1 

Do's giue a life : no Shepherdeffe ! but Flora, 
Peering in Aprils front ! This your flieepe-fliearing. 
Is as a meeting of the petty Gods, 4 

And you the Queene on't ! 

Perd. Sir ! my gracious Lord ! 

To chide at your extreames, it not becomes me : 
(Oh pardon, that I name them !) your high felfe. 
The gracious marke o'th'Land, you haue obfcur'd 8 

With a Swaines wearing ; and me, (poore lowly Maide,) 
Moft Goddeffe-like prank'd vp; But that our Feafts, 
in euery MeiTe, haue folly, and the Feeders 
IT. iii. 103-121; iv. i-ii.] 50 
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Digeft with a Cuftome, I fliould blufh " 

To fee you fo attyr'd : fworne (I thinke) 
To fliew my felfe a glaffe ! 

Flo. I bleffe the time. 

When my good Falcon, made her flight a-croflfe 
Thy Fathers ground ! 

Perd. Now /owe afEoord you caufe ! lo 

To me, the difFerence forges dread : (your Greatnefle 
Hath not beene vs'd to feare :) euen now I tremble 
To thinke your Father (by fome accident) 
Should palfe this way, as you did : Oh the Fates ! 20 

How would he looke, to fee his worke, fo noble, 
Vildely bound vp ? What would he fay ? Or how 
Should I (in thefe my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
The fternnefle of his prefence ? 

Flo. Apprehend 34 

Nothing but iollity ! The Goddes themfelues 
(Humblfng their Deities to loue) baue taken 
The Ihapes of Beafts vpon them : lupiter 
Became a Bull, and bellow'd ; the greene Neptune, a8 

A Ram, and bleated ; and the Fire-roab'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a poore humble Swaine, 
As I leeme now. Their transformations. 
Were neuer for a peece^ of beauty rarer, 32 

Nor in a way fo chafte : fince my defires 
Run not before mine honor ; nor my Lufo 
Burne hotter then my Faith. 

Perd. O but. Sir ! 

Your refolution cannot hold, when 'tis 36 

Oppos'd (as it muft be) by th'powre of the King : 
One of thefe two muft be necefsities. 

Which then will fpeake, ' that you muft change this purpofe. 
Or I my hfe.' 

Flo. Thou deereft Perdita J 40 

With thefe forc'd thoughts, I prethee, darken not 
The Mirth o'th' Feaft! Or He be thine, (my Faire,) Ikisses her. 
Or not my Fathers ! For I cannot be 
Mine owne, nor any thing to any, if 44 

1 Maid. 40. deerestl deer'st F. (But 7%au may be i measure.) 
51 [IV. ir. 12-44. 
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I be not thine. To this I am moft conftant. 

Though Deftiny fay ' No ' ! Be merry, (Gentle !) 

Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe, with any thing 

That you behold the while ! Your guefts are comming : 48- 

Lift vp your countenance, as it were the day 

Of celebration of that nuptiall, which 

"We two haue fworne fliall come ! 

Perd. O Lady Fortune, 

Stand you aufpicious ! 

Enter Shepherd, with Polixenes d Camillo disguised, 
Clowne, MopsA, Dorcas, d other Shepheards d Shep- 
hearddesses. 

Flo. See ! your Guefts approach '. 5a 

Addreffe your felfe to entertaine them fprightly, 
And let's be red with mirth ! 

Shep. Fy, (daughter !) when my old wife liu'd, vpon 
This day fhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cooke ; "jd 

Both Dame and Seruantj Welcom'd all: feru'd all; 
Would fing her fong, and dance her turne ; now heere. 
At vpper end o'th Table; now, i'th middle : 
On his fhoulder, and his ; her face o'fire 6o- 

With labour ; and the thing Ihe tooke to quench it. 
She would, to each one, fip. You are retyred. 
As if you were a feafted one, and not 

The Hofteffe of the meeting : Pray you, bid 64. 

Thefe vnknowne friends to's ' welcome ', for it is 
A way to make vs better Friends, more knowne ! 
Come ! quench your blufties ! and prefent your felfe 
That which you are, Miftris o'th'Feaft ! Come on ! 68' 

And bid vs welcome to your fheepe-fhearing. 
As your good flocke fliall profper ! 

Perd. \to POLIX.] Sir ! welcome ! 

It is my Fathers will, I fliould take ou mee 7 1 

The Hofteffeftiip o'th'day. [To CAM.] You're welcome, fir ! 
IT Giue me thofe Flowres, there, {Dorcas !} [To POL. d CAM.] 

Reuerend Sirs ! 
For you, there's Rofemary, and Rue ! thefe keepe 
Seeming, and fauour, all the Winter long. 
Grace, and Remembrance, be to you both, 7S 
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And welcome to our Shearing ! 

Pol. Shepherdeffe ! 

(A faire one are you !) well you fit our ages 
With flowres of Winter ! 

Perd. Sir ! the yeare growing ancient, 

(Not yet on fummers death, nor on the birth 80 

Of trembling winter,) the fayreft flowres o'th feafon 
Are our Carnations, and ftreak'd Gilly-vors, 
(Which fome call ' Natures baftards ' ;) of that kind. 
Our rufticke Garden's barren, and I care not 84 

To get flips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore, (gentle Maiden,) 

Do you negleft them ? 

Perd. For I haue heard it faid. 

There is an Art, which, in their pideneflTe, fliares 
With great creating-Nature. 

Pol. Say there be : 88 

Yet Nature is made better by no meane. 
But Nature makes that Meane : fo, ouer that ' Art ', 
(Which, you fay, addes to ' Nature ',) is an ' Art ' 
That • Nature ' makes. You fee (fweet Maid) we marry 9a 
A gentler Sien to the wildefl: Stocke, 
And make conceyue, a barke of bafer kinde, 
;6y bud of Nobler race. This is an ' Art ' 
Which do's mend ' Nature ' ; (change it, rather ;) but 96 
The 'Art' it felfe, is ' Nature '. 

Perd. So it is. 

Pol. Then make your Garden rich in Gilly'vors 
And do not call them ' baftards ' ! 

Perd. He not put 

The Dible in earth, to fet one flip of them ! 100 

No more then, were I painted, I would wifti 
This youth fliould fay 'twer well; and onely therefore 
Defire to breed by me ! U \To middle-aged Guests] Here's 

flowres for you ! 
Hot Lauender, Mints, Sauory, Mariorum; 104 

The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with'Sun, 
And with him rifes, weeping : Thefe are flowres 
Of middle fummer, and I thinke they are giuen 

98. yourl you F. 
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To men of middle age. Y'are very welcome ! io8 

Cam. I fliould leaue grafing, were I of your flocke. 
And onely liue by gazing ! 

Perd. Out, alas ! 

You'ld be fo leane, that blafts of January 
Would blow you through and through! [/"oFlob.] Now, (my 
fairft Friend !) iia 

I would I had fome Flowres o'th Spring, that might 
Become your time of day ; [ To La.SSes] and yours, H and yours. 
That weare vpon your Virgin-branches yet 
Your Maiden-heads growing ! — O Proferpina ! ii<5 

For the Flowres now, that (frighted) thou let'ft fall 
From Dyjfes Waggon ! Daffadils, 
That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The windes of March with beauty; Violets (dim, 120 

But fweeter then the lids of luno's eyes. 
Or Cythereas breath ;) pale Prime-rofes, 
That dye vnmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his ftrength (a Maladie 124 

Moft incident to Maids ;) bold Oxlips, and 
The Crowne Imperiall ; Lillies of all kinds, 
(The Flowre-de-Luce being one !) — O ! thefe I lacke, 
To make you Garlands of; and my fweet friend, 128 

To flrew him o're, and ore. 

Flo. What? likeaCoarfe? 

Perd. No ! like a banke, for Loue to lye, and play on ! 
Not 'like a Coarfe ' ! or if ; ... not to be buried, 131 

But quicke, and in mine armes ! H Come ! take your flours ! 
Me thinkes, I play as I haue feene them do 
In Whitfon-Paftorals : Sure, this Robe of mine 
Do's change my difpofition. 

Flo. What you do, 135 

Still betters what is done ! When you fpeake, (Sweet !) 
I'ld haue you do it euer ! When you fing, 
I'ld haue you buy, and fell fo ; fo giue Almes ; 
Pray fo; and, for the ord'ring your AfFayres, 139 

To fing them too ! When you do dance, I wifti you 
A waue o'th Sea, that you might euer do 
Nothing but that ! moue ftill, flill fo ! 

And owne no other Funftion ! Each your doing 143 
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(So lingular, in each particular) 

Crownes what you are doing, in the prefent deeds. 

That all your Adtes, are Queenes ! 

Perd. O Darkles ! 

Your praifes are too large ! but that your youth, 147 

And the true blood which peepes fairely through' t. 
Do plainly giue you out an vnftain'd Shepherd, 
With wifedome I might feare (my Doricles .') 
You woo'd me the falfe way. 

Flo. I thinke you haue 151 

As little skill to feare, as I haue purpofe 
To put you to't. But come ! our dance, I pray ! 
Your hand, (my Perdita !) fo Turtles paire. 
That neuer meane to part. 

Perd. He fweare for 'em ! 155 

Pol. This is the prettieft Low-borne Lafle, that euer 
Ran on the greene-ford ! 1 Nothing flie do's, or feemes. 
But fmackes of fomething greater then her felfe, 
Too Noble for this place ! 

Cam. He tels her fomething 159 

That makes her blood looke on't : Good footh, flie is 
The Queene of Curds and Creame ! 

Clo. [to Musicians] Come on ! ftrike vp ! 

Dorcas, [to Clo.] Mop/a muft be your Miftris ! marry, 
Garlick to mend her kiffing with ! 163 

Mop. Now, in good time ! 

Clo. Not a word, a word ! we ftand vpon our manners ! 
H Come ! ftrike vp ! [Musick. 

Heere, a Daunce of Shepheards and Shephearddefles. 

Pol. Pray, good Shepheard ! what faire Swaine is this, 167 
Which dances with your daughter ? 

Shep. They call him Doricles ; and boafts himfelfe 
To haue a worthy Feeding ; but I haue it 
Vpon his owne report, and I beleeue it : 171 

He lookes like footh : he fayes he loues my daughter: 
I thinke fo too ; for neuer gaz'd the Moone 



149. Shepha-d] Sphepherd F. 

' sord = sward. 
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Vpon the waterj as hee'l ftand and reade 

(As 'twere) my daughters eyes : and, to be plaine, 175 

I thinke there is not halfe a kifle to choofe 

Who loues another beft. 

Pol. She dances featly ! 

Shep. So flie do's any thing ; though I report it. 
That fhould be filent : If yong Doricles 1 79 

Do hght vpon her, flie Ihall bring him that 1 

Which he not dreames of. 

Enter Seruant. Danoe StopS. 

Ser. O Matter ! if you did but heare the Pedler at the 
doore, you would neuer dance againe after a Tabor and Pipe ! 
no ! the Bag-pipe could not moue you ! hee finges feuerall 
Tunes, fafter then you'I tell money ; hee vtters them as he had 
eaten ballads, and all mens eares grew to his Tunes ! 186 

Clo. He could neuer come better ! hee fliall come in ! I 
loue a ballad but euen too well, if it be dolefiiU matter merrily 
fet downe ; or a very pleafant thing indeede, and fung lament- 
ably ! 190 

Ser. He hath fongs for man, or woman, of all fizes; No 
Milliner can fo fit his cuftomers with Gloues; he has the 
prettieft Loue-fongs for Maids, fo without bawdrie, (which is 
llrange!) with fuch delicate burthens of Dildo's and [194 
Fadings : ' lump her, and thump her ! ' and where fome ftretch- 
mouth'd Rafcall, would (as it were) meane mifcheefe, and 
breake a fowle gap into the Matter, hee makes the maid to 
anfwere, ' Whoop ! doe mt no harme, good man ! ' put's [198 
him off, flights him, with ' Whoop ! doe mee no harme, good 
man ! ' 

Pol. This is a braue fellow ! 

Clo. Beleeue mee, thou talkeft of an admirable conceited 
fellow ! Has he any vnbraided ^ Wares ? 303 

Ser. Hee hath Ribbons of all the colours i'th Rainebow ; 
Points, more then all the Lawyers in Bohemia can learnedly 
handle, though they come to him by th'groffej Inckles,*^ 
Caddyffes,^ Cambrickes, Lawnes : why, he fings em [207 

1 ? vnbraided = genuine. Cp. 1 ' Inckles, tapes. 
braide. All's tVell, IV. ii. 73. | ' Caddysses, worsted lace. 
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ouer, as they were Gods, or Goddeffles ! you would thinke a 
Smocke were a fliee-Angell, he fo chauntes to the fleeue- 
hand, and the worke about the fquare ^ on't. aio 

Clo. Pre' thee bring him in ! and let him approach finging. 

Perd. Forewame him, that he vie no fcurrilous words in's 
tunes! [fx/'f Sernant. 213 

Clow. You haue of thefe Pedlers, that haue more in them 
then youl'd thinke (Sifter !) 

Perd. I, good brother, or go about to thinke. 216 

Enter Avtolicv sjinging. 
Lawne, as white as driuen Snow ; 
Cypreffe, llacke as em was Crow; 218 

Gloues, asjiveete as Damaske Rojes ; 
Maskes Jot faces, and for nofes ; 220 

Bugle-lracelet, Neche-lace Amber, 
Perfume for a Ladies Chamber ; 222 

Golden Quoifes and Stomachers, 

For my Lads to giue their deers ; 224 

Pins, and podking-Jtickes'^ ofjleele ; 
What Maids lacke,from head to heele : 226 

Come buy of me, come ! come buy .' come buy ! 
Buy, Lads ! or elfe your Lajfes cry : 

' Come, buy ! ' 

Clo. If I were not in loue with Mopfa, thou fhouldft take 

no money of me ; but being enthrall'd as I am, it will alfo be 

the bondage of certaine Ribbons and Gloues. 23 1 

Mop. I was promis'd them againft the Feaft; but they 

come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promis'd you more then that, or there be 

lyars ! 235 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you. 'May be 

he has paid you more, which will fhame you to giue him 

againe. 

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids? Will they 
weare their plackets, where they fliould bear their faces ? [240 
Is there not milking-time ? When you are going to bed? 
Or kill-hole ? to whittle of thefe fecrets; but you muft be tittle- 



' square, square cut on the open 
bosom. 
' Round sticks for setting ruffs. 
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tatling before all our guefts ? 'Tis well they are whifpring : 
clamor ^ your tongues ! and not a word more ! 244 

Mop. I haue done ! Come ! you promis'd me a tawdry- 
lace,2 and a paire of fweet Gloues. 

Clo. Haue I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the \vay, 
and loft all my money ? 248 

Aut. And, indeed. Sir, there are Cozeners abroad ! therfore 
it behooues men to be wary. 

Clo. Feare not thou, man ! thou ftialt lofe nothing here ! 

Aut. I hope fo, fir, for I haue about me many parcels of 
charge. aj3 

Clo. What haft heere ? Ballads ? 

Mop. Pray now, buy fome! I loue a ballet in print, a 
life,^ for then we are fure they are true. aj6 

Aut. Here's one, to a very dolefull tune, how a Vfurers 
wife was brought to bed of twenty money-baggs at a 
burthen, and how ihe long'd to eate Adders heads, and 
Toads, carbonado'd. 260 

Mop. Is it true, thinke you ? 

Aut, Very true ! and but a moneth old ! 

Dor. Blefle me from marrying a Vfurer ! 263 

Aut. Here's the Midwiues name to't, one Miftm Tale- 
Porter, and fine or fix honeft Wiues, that were prefent. 
Why fliould I carry lyes abroad ? 

Mop. [to ClownJ 'Pray you now, buy it ! 267 

Clo. Come on, lay it by ! and let's firft fee moe Ballads ! 
Wee'l buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here's another ballad of a Fifti, that appeared vpon 
the coaft, on Wenfday the foureij;ore of April, fortie [271 
thoufand fadom aboue water, & fung this ballad againfl 
the hard hearts of maids : it was thought Ihe was a Woman, 
and was turn'd into a cold filh, for ihe wold not ex- [274 
change flefti with one that lou'd her : The Ballad is very 
pittiMl, and as true ! 

Dor. Is it true too, thinke you ? 277 

Autol. Fine luftices hands at it, and witnefles more then 
my packe will hold ! 



* clammer, damme, stop. 
245. fromis'd\ ptomis'd F. 
' Probably a silken necklace. 
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Clo. Lay it by too ! another ! 

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one ! 281 
Mop. Let's haue feme merry ones ! 

Aut. Why, this is a pafling merry one, and goes to the 
tune of ' Two maids wooing a man : ' there's fcarfe a Maide 
weftward, but flie fings it : 'tis in requeft, I can tell you ! 285 
Mop. ilooking at it] We can both fing it : if thou'lt beare 
a part, thou Ihalt heare 5 'tis in three parts. 
Dor. We had the tune on't, a month agoe ! 
Avt. I can beare my part, you muft know 'tis my occupa- 
tion : Haue at it with you ! 290 
Song. 
Aut. Getyouhence,forImuflgoe' 191 

Where, it Jits not you to know. 
Dor. Whether ? 
Mop. 0, whether? 

Dor. IVhether ? 293 

Mop. It becomes thy oath full well. 

Thou to me thy fecrets tell. 
Dor. Me too ! Let me go thether ! ig6 

Mop. Or thou goejl to th'Grange, or Mill ; 297 
Dor. If to either, thou dojl ill. 
Aut. Neither ! 
Dor. What, neither ? 

Aut. Neither ! 299 

Dor. Thou haji fworne, my Loue to he ! 
Mop. Thou hqfl fworne it more to mee ! 
BotlL Then whether goejl ? Say whether ? 302 
Clo. Wee'l haue this fong out anon by our felues ! My Father 
and the Gentlemen are in fad talke, & wee'll not trouble them. 
H Come ! bring away thy pack after me ! 51 Wenches, He buy 
for you both ! H Pedler ! let's haue the firft choice ! , H Folow 
me, girles ! [fx/f with MOPSA, DoECAS, d Others. 307 

Aut. And you ftiall pay well for 'em ! 
Song. 
Will you luy any Tape, or Lace for your Cape ? 
My dainty Ducke, my deere-a ? 

296. Let] Le F. 309. Cape] Crpe F. 
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Any Silke, any Thred, any Toyesfor your head. 

Of the new'st, andjmst,finst weare-a ! 31a 
Come to the Pedler ! Money's a medler, 
That doth vtter all mens ware-a. ]_Exit. 3 14 

Re-enter Servant. 

Seruant. Mayfter ! there is three Carters, three Shepherds, 
three Neat-herds, three Swine-herds, that haue made them- 
felues all men of haire; they cal themselues Saltiers, and 
they haue a Dance, which the Wenches fay is a gaily- [318 
maufrey of Gambols, becaufe they are not in't; but they 
themfelues are o'th'minde, (if it bee not too rough for fome 
that know little but bowling,) it will pleafe plentifully. 321 

Shep. Away ! Wee'l none on't ! heere has beene too 
much homely foolery already. [7*0 PoL.] I know (Sir) wee 
wearie you. 

Pol. You wearie thofe that refirefli vs : pray let's fee thefe 
foure-threes of Heardfmen ! 326 

Ser. One three of them, by their owne report, (Sir,) hath 
danc'd before the King: and not the worft of the three^ but 
iumpes twelue foote and a halfe by th'fquire."^ 329 

Shep. Leaue your prating ! fince thefe good men are pleaf 'd, 
let them come in ! but quickly now ! 

Ser. Why, they flay at doore. Sir ! 

Heere a Dance of twelue Satyres. {_Exeunt. 

Pol. [to the Shepherd] O Father, you'l know more of 

that heereafter ! 333 [them. 

[Aside to Cam.] Is it not too farre gone? 'Tis time to part 

He's fimple, and tels much. [To Flor.] How now (faire 

Shepheard !) 
Your heart is full of fomething, that do's take 
Your minde from feafting. Sooth, when I was yong, 3^7 
And handed loue, as you do, I was wont 
To load my Shee with knackes : I would haue ranfackt 
The Pedlers lilken Treafury, and haue powr'd it 
To her acceptance : you haue let him go, 341 

And nothing marted with him. If your Laffe, 
Interpretation ftiould abufe, and call this 

^ Fr. Esquierre : f. A Rule or Squire ... an Instrument wherewith 
Surveyors measure land. — Cotgrave. 
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Your lacke of loue, or bounty, you were ftraited 

For a reply, at leaft, if you make a care 345 

Of happie holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir ! I know 

She prizes not fuch trifles as thefe are : 
The gifts Ihe lookes from me, are packt and lockt 
Vp in my heart, which I haue giuen already, 349 

But not deliuer'd. [Fo Pee.] O, heare me breath my life 
Before this ahcient Sir, who (it fliould feeme) 
Hath fometime lou'd ! I take thy hand, this hand, 
As foft as Doues-downe, and as white as it, 3^^ 

Or Ethyopians tooth, or the fan'd fnow, that's bolted 
By th'Northerne blalts twice ore. [Kisses it, 

Pol. What foUowes this ? 

{[^Aside to Cam.] How prettily th'yong Swaine feemes to wafh 
The hand, was faire before !) [To Flo.] I haue put you out ; 
But to your proteftation ! Let me heare 3 jS^ 

What you profefle ! 

Flo. Do ! and be witnefle to't ! 

Pol. Ipointin^ to Cam.] And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 

Then he, and men : the earth, the heauens, and all! 361 

That, were I crown'd the moft Imperiall Monarch, 
Thereof mofl: worthy ; were I the fayreft youth 
That euer made eye fwerue, had force and knowledge 
More then was euer mans ; I would not prize them, ^6^ 

Without her Loue ; for her, employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemne them to her leruico. 
Or to their owne perdition. 

Pol. Fairely oiFer'd ! 

Cam. This Ihewes a found affeftion. 

Skep. But, my daughter, 369 

Say you the like to him ? 

Per. I cannot fpeake 

So well, (nothing fo well ;) no, nor meane better : 
By th'patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut out 
The puritie of his. 

Shep. Take hands ! [loins them.'] a bargaine ! 

351. a//4ff] whom F. (See again 1. 413, p. 63.) 359. foV] too't F. 
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U And, friends vnknowne, you ftiall beare witneffe to't : 
I giue my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion, equall his. 

Flo. O, that muft bee 376 

I'th Vertue of your daughter : One being dead, 
I {hall haue more then you can dreame of yet ; 
Enough then for your wonder. But come-on ! 
Contraft vs 'fore thefe Witneffes ! 

Shep. Come! your hand! 380 

If And daughter, yours ! 

Pol. [to FliOE.] Soft, Swaine, a-while, befeech you ! 
Haue you a Father ? 

Flo. I haue : but what of him ? 

Pol. Knowes he of this ? 

Flo. He neither do's, nor fliall. 383 

Pol. Me-thinkes a Father, 
Is, at the Nuptiall of his fonne, a guefl: 
That befi: becomes the Table. Pray you once more. 
Is not your Father growne incapeable 387 

Of reafonable affayres ? Is he not ftupid 
With Age, and altring Rheumes ? Can he fpeake ? heare ? 
Know man from man ? Di£pute his owne eAate J 
Lies he not bed-rid ? And againe, do's nothing 391 

But what he did, being childifh ? 

Flo. No, good Sir; 

He has his health, and ampler fbrength (indeede) 
Then moft haue of his age. 

Pol. By my white beard. 

You offer him (if this be fo,) a wrong 39 j 

Something vnfilliall ! Reafon, my fonne. 
Should choofe himfelfe a wife ; but as good reafon. 
The Father (all whofe ioy is nothing elfe 
But faire pofterity) fhould hold fome counfaile 399 

In fuch a bufineffe. 

Flo. I yeeld all this ; 

But for fome other reafons, (my graue Sir,) 
Which 'tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My Father of this bufineffe. 

Pol. Let him know't ! 403 

Fh. He fliall not. 
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Pol. Pretheej let him ! 

Flo. Nolhemuftnot! 

Shep. Let hitHj (my fonne !) he fliall not need to greeue 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come ! he mult not ! 

Marke our Contraft. 

Pol. ' Marke ' your diuorce, (yong fir,) 407 

\throw8 off his disguise. 
Whom ' fonne ' I dare not call ! Thou art too bafe 
To be acknowledged. Thou, a Scepters heire. 
That thus affeas a fheepe-hooke ! [To the Shep.] Thou, old 

Traitor ! 
I am forry, that by hanging thee, I can 41 1 

But Ihorten thy life one weeke. [To PbED.J And thou, frelh 

peece 
Of excellent Witchcraft, who of force mull know 
The royall Foole thou coap'ft with ! .. . . 

{Shep. Oh, my heart !) 415 

Pol. He haue thy beauty fcratcht with briers, & made 
More homely then thy Hate ! \To Floe.] For thee, (fond boy !) 
If I may euer know thou doft but ligh, 
That thou no more Ihalt neuer fee this knacke, (as neuer 419 
I meane thou Ihalt,) wee'l barre thee from fucceffion. 
Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our Kin, 
Farre then Deucalion off! (marke thou my words !) 42a 

Follow vs to the Court! [To Shep.] Thou Churle ! for this time, 
(Though full of our difpleafure,) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it. [7*0 Peed.] And you. Enchantment^ 
Worthy enough a Heardfman ! yea, him too, 
That makes himfelfe (but for our Honor therein) 427 

Vnworthy thee ! If euer henceforth, thou 
Thefe rurall Latches, to his entrance open. 
Or hoOpe his body more with thy embraces, 
I will deuife a death, as cruell for thee, 43 1 

As thou art tender to't ! [Exit. 

Perd. Euen heere vndone ! 

I was not much a-fear'd : for once, or twice 
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I was about to fpeake, and tell him plainely, 

' The felfe-fame Sun, that fhines vpon his Court, 435 

Hides not his vifage from our Cottage, but 

Lookes on alike.' [To Floe.] Wilt pleafe you (Sir) be gone ? 

I told you what would come of this ! Befeech you. 

Of your owne ftate take care ! This dreame of mine 439 

Being now awake. He Queene it no inch farther. 

But milke my Ewes, and weepe. 

Cam. Why, how now. Father ? 

Speake ere thou dyefl: ! 

Shep. I cannot fpeake, nor thinke, 442 

Nor dare to know, that which I know ! \To FloB.] O Sir ! 
You haue vndone a man of fourefcore three. 
That thought to fill his graue in quiet ; yea. 
To dye vpon the bed my father dy'de ; 

To lye clofe by his honeft bones ; but now, 447 

Some Hangman muft put on my flirowd, and lay me 
Where no Priefl, Ihouels-in duft ! \To Peed.] Oh curfed wretch ! 
That knew'ft this was the Prince, and wouldft aduenture 
To mingle faith with him ! — Vndone ! vndone ! 451 

If I might dye within this houre, I haue liu'd 
To die when I defire ! [Exit. 

Flo. \to Peed.] Why looke you fo vpon me ? 

I am but forry, not afFear'd ; delaid. 

But nothing altred : What I was, I am : 455 

More ftraining on, for plucking backe ; not following 
My leafti vnwillingly. 

Cam. Gracious my Lord ! 

You know your Fathers temper : at this time 
He will allow no fpeech : (which, I do gheffe, 459 

You do not purpofe to him :) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight as yet, I feare ; 
Then, till the fury of his Highneffe fettle. 
Come not before him ! 

Flo. I not purpofe it ! 463 

I thinke, Camilla ? 

Cam. Euen he, my Lord ! 

Per, How often haue I told you 'twould be thus ? 

458. your\ F2. my F. 
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How often fatd, my dignity would laft 466 

But till 'twer knowne ? 

Flo. It cannot faile, but by 

The violation of my faith 5 and then 
Let Nature crufh the fides o'th earth together. 
And marre the feeds within ! Lift; vp thy lookes ' 47* 

From my fucceffion wipe me, (Father !) I 
Am heyre to my affeftion. 

Cam. Be aduis'd ! 

Flo. I am : and by my Fancie. If my Reafon 
Will thereto be obedient, I haue reafon ; 474 

If not, my fences, better pleas'd with madneffe. 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is defperate (fir !) 

JFYo. So call it ! but it do's fulfill my vow : 
I needs mufl: thinke it honefty. Camilla ! 478' 

Not for Bohemia, nor the pompe that may 
Be thereat gleaned ; for all, the Sun fees, or 
The clofe earth wombes, or the profound feas hides 
In vnknowne fadomes, will I breake my oal;h 482. 

To this my faire belou'd ! Therefore, I pray you. 
As you haue euer bin my Fathers honour'd firiend. 
When he ihall miffe me, (as, in faith, I meane not 
To fee him any more,) caft your good counfailes 486 

Vpon his pafsion ! Let miy felfe, and Fortune, 
Tug for the time to come ! This you may know. 
And fo deliuer, ' I am put to Sea 

With her, who heere I cannot hold on fliore : ' 490 

And, moft opportune to her neede, I haue 
A Veflell rides faft by, but not prepar'd 
For this defigne. What courfe I meane to hold, 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 494 

Concerne me the reporting. 

Cam. O, my Lord ! 

I would your fpirit were eafier for aduice. 
Or ftronger for your neede. 

Flo. Hearke, Perdita ! [flraws her aside. 

\To Cam.] lie heare you by and by. 

Cam. Hee's irremoueable, 498 

Refolu'd for flight ! Now were I happy, if 
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His going, I could frame to feme my turne, 

Saue him from danger, do him lone and honor, 

Purchafe the fight againe of deere Sicillia, joi 

And that vnhappy King, my Mafter, whom 

I fo much thirft to fee. 

Flo. [returning] Now, good Camillo ' 

I am fo firaught with curious bufineffe, that 
I leaue out ceremony I 

Cam. Sir ! I thinke 506 

You haue heard of my poore feruices, i'th loue 
That I haue borne your Father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 

Haue you deferu'd ! It is my Fathers Muficke, 
To fpeake your deeds j not little of his care, 510 

To haue them recompenc'd, as thought on. 

Cam. Well (my Lord !) 

If you may pleafe to thinke I loue the King, 
And (through him,) what's neereft to him, which is 
Your gracious felfe ; embrace but my direftion, 514 

(If your more ponderous and fetled proieft 
May fuffer alteration :) On mine honor. 
He point you where you Ihall haue fuch receiuing 
As fhall become your Highneffe; where you may ji8 

Enioy your Miftris ; (from the whom, I fee 
There's no difiunftion to be made, but by — 
As heauens forefend ! — your ruine 5) Marry her. 
And, (with my befl: endeuours, in your abfence,) 52a 

Your difcontenting Father, flriue to qualifie. 
And bring him vp to liking. 

Flo. How, Camillo, 

May this (almoft a miracle) be done ? 

That I may call thee fomething more then man, 526 

And (after that) truft to thee. 

Cam. Haue you thought on 

A place whereto you'l go ? 

Flo. Not any, yet. 

But as th'vnthought-on accident is guiltie 
To what we wildely do, fo we profefle 550 

Our felues to be the llaues of chance, and flyes 
Of euery winde that blowes. 
IV. iv. 500-531.] 66 
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Cam. Then lift to me ! 

{This followesj if you will not change your purpofe 
But vndergo this flight;) make for Sicillia; 534 

And there prefent your felfe, and your fayre Princefle, 
(For fo I fee flie muft be,) 'fore Leontes; 
She fhall be habited, as it becomes 

The partner of your Bed. Me thinkes I fee 538 

Leontes opening his free Armes, and weeping 
His Welcomes forth! a(ks thee there, 'Sonne! forgiuenefle ! ' 
As 'twere i'th'Fathers perfon ; kifles the hands 
Of your frefli Princefle; ore and ore diuides him, 542 

'Twixt his vnkindnefle and his Kindnefle : th'one 
He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Fafter then Thought^ or Time. 

Flo. Worthy Camilla! 

What colour for my Vifitation, fliall I ^46 

Hold vp before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the King, your Father, 

To greet him, and to giue him comforts ! Sir ! 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you (as firom your Father) fhall deliuer, j jo 

Things knowne betwixt vs three. He write you downe ; 
The which fliall point you forth, at euery fitting. 
What you muft fay ; that he ftiall not perceiue. 
But that you haue your Fathers Bofome there, j ^4 

And fpeake his very Heart. 

Flo. I am bound to you ! 

There is fome fappe in this ! 

Cam. A Courfe, more promifing. 

Then a wild dedication of your felues 

To vnpath'd Waters, vndream'd Shores ; moft certaine, 558 
To Miferies enough : no hope to helpe you. 
But, as you fliake off one, to take another : 
Nothing fo certaine, as your Anchors, (who 
Doe their beft office, if they can but flay you, 562 

Where you'le be loth to be.) Befides, you know, 
Ptofperitie's the very bond of Loue, 
Whofe frefh complexion, and whofe heart together, 
Aflli£Uon alters. 

Perd. One of thefe is true : 566 
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I thinke ' AiBiftion ' may fubdue the Cheeke, 
But not take-in the Mind. 

Cam. Yea ? fay you fo ? 

There fliall not, at your Fathers Houfe, thefe feuen yeeres 
Be home another fuch ! 

Flo. My good Camilla ! 570 

She's as forward, of her Breeding, as 
She is i'th' reare' ^ our Birth. 

Cam. I cannot fay, 'tis pitty 

She lacks Inftraftions, for fhe feemes a Miftrefle 
To moft that teach. 

Perd. Your pardon. Sir, for this ! 574 

He blufh you Thanks. 

Flo. [kisses her] My prettieft Perdita! 
(But O, the Thomes we ftand vpon !) Camilla, 
Preferuer of my Father, now of me. 

The Medicine of our Houfe ! how Ihall we doe ? 578 

We are not fumifh'd like Bohemia's Sonne, 
Nor Ihall appeare in Sidlia. 

Cam. My Lord ! 

Feare none of this ! I thinke you know my fortunes 
Doe all lye there. It fhall be fo my care, 582 

To haue you royally appointed, as if 
The Scene you play, were mine. For inftance. Sir, 
That you may know you fhall not want : one word ! 585 

[They d Pebd. talk aside. 

Re-enter Autolicus. 

Aut. Ha, ha ! what a Foole Honeftie is ! and Truft (his 
fworne brother) a very fimple Gentleman ! I haue fold all 
my Tromperie ! not a counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon, GlafTe, 
Pomander, Browch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knife, Tape, [589 
Gloue, Shooe-tye, Bracelet, Horne-Ring, to keepe my Pack 
from fafting! they throng, who fhould buy firft, as if my 
Trinkets had beene hallowed, and brought a benedidlion ta 
the buyer ! by which meanes, I faw whofe Purfe was [^93 
beft in Pifture ; and what I faw, to my good vfe, I remem- 
bred. My Clowne (who wants but fomething to be a 
reafonable man,) grew fo in loue with the Wenches Song, 

^ reare' = reare of. Cp. beseech' = beseech yon, abuv. 
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that hee would not ftirre his Petty-toes, till he had both [J97 
Tune and Words ; which fo drew the reft of the Heard to 
me, that all their other Sences ftucke in Eares : you might 
haue pinch'd a Placket, it was fenceleffe ; 'twas nothing to 
gueld aCod-peeceof a Purfe: I would haue filed Keyes [601 
off that hung in Chaynes ! No hearing, no feeling, but my 
Sirs 1 Song, and admiring the Nothing^ of it ! So that in this 
time of Lethargie, I pickd and cut moft of their Feftiuall 
Purfes : And had not the old-man come in with a Whoo- [60 j 
bub againft his Daughter, and the Kings Sonne, and fcar'd 
my Chowghes from the ChafFe, I had not left a Purfe aliue 
in the whole Army. [CAM., Flob., d Peed. come forward. 

Cam. Nay, but my Letters (by this meanes) being there 
So foone as you arriue, fhall cleare that doubt. 610 

Flo. And thofe that you'le procure from King Leonles? . . . 

Cam. Shall fatisfie your Father. 

Perd. Happy be you ! 

All that you fpeake, fliewes faire. 

Cam. Isees AUTOLYCDS] Who haue we here ? 

Wee'le make an Inftrument of this ! omit 614 

Nothing may giue vs aide ! 

.4ut. laside^ If they haue ouer-heard me now: — why, 
hanging! 617 

Cam. How now, (good Fellow !) Why Ihak'ft thou fo ? 
Feare not, (man !) Here's no harme intended to thee. 

^ut. I am a poore Fellow, Sir ! 620 

Cam. Why, be fo ftill ! here's no body Will fteale that from 
thee : yet, for the out-fide of thy pouertie, we mufl: make an 
exchange ; therefore dif-cafe thee inftantly, (thou mufl: thinke 
there's a neceffitie in't,) and change Garments with this [624 
Gentleman ! [Points to Flob.] Though the penny-worth (on 
his fide) be the worft, yet hold thee, there's fome boot ! 

[Giues him money. Floe, diseases. 

Aut. I am a poore Fellow, Sir! ([>4s/rfe] I know ye well 
enough.) 628 

Cam, Nay, prethee, difpatch ! the Gtentleraan is halfe fled ' 
already. 

6oi-2. Jiled . . . off"\ F3. ^ iVo/Azlf = Noting, & Nothing, 

fill'd ... of F. ' fled = flayd, unclad. 
' Sirs, that is, the Clownes. 
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Aut. Are you in earneft. Sir? {\_Aside\ I fmell the trick 
on't.) 632 

Flo. Difpatch, I prethee ! 

Aut. Indeed I haue had ' Earneft ' ; but I cannot with con- 
fcience take it ! 

Cam. Vnbuckle, vnbuckle ! 6^6 

pFLOE. d AuTOL. change garments. 
[To Peed.] Fortunate Miftreffe ! (let my prophecie 
Conae home to ye !) you muft retire your felfe 
Into fome Couert ; take your fweet-hearts Hat, 
And pluck it ore your Browes ; muffle your face ; 640 

Dif-mantle you ; and (as you can) difliken 
The truth of your owne feeming ; that you may 
(For I doe feare eyes ouer,) to Ship-boord 
Get vndefcry'd. 

Perd. I fee the Play fo lyes, 644 

That I muft beare a part. 

Cam. No remedie! 

IT Haue you done there ? 

Flo. [comes forward] Should I now meet my Father, 
He would not call me Sonne ! 

Cam. Nay, you fhall haue no Hat ! 

[Giues Flor.s Hat to Peed. She dislikens herself. 
H Come, Lady, come ! [To AUT.] Farewell (my friend !) 

Aut. Adieu, Sir! 

Flo. O Perdita ! what haue we twaine forgot ? 649 

'Pray you, a word ! [They talks aside. 

Cam. [aside] What I doe next, Ihall be, to tell the King 
Of this efcape, and whither they are bound : 
Wherein, my hope is, I (hall fo preuaile, 6^3 

To force him after : in whofe company 
I Ihall re-view Sicilia ; for whofe fight, 
I haue a Womans Longing. 

Flo. [fo Peed.] Fortune fpeed vs ! 

IT Thus we fet on {Camilla') to th' Sea-fide. 657 

Cam. The fwifter fpeed, the better ! 

[Exeunt Floe., Peed., d Cam. 

Aut. I vnderftand the bufinefle ! I heare it ! To haue an 
open eare, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is necefTary for a 

658-9. Exeunt . . .] Exit. F. 
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Cut-purfe. A good Nofe is requifite alfo, to fmell out worke 
for th'other Sences. I fee this is the time that the [66a 
vniuft man doth thriue. What an exchange had this been, 
without boot ! What a ' boot ' is here, [looks at his boof] with 
this ' exchange ' ! Sure, the Gods doe this yeere conniue at vs, 
and we may doe any thing extempore. The Prince himfelfe 
is about a peece of Iniquitie ; (ftealing away from his [667 
Father, with his Clog at his heeles.) If I thought it were a 
peece of honeftie to acquaint the King withall, I would not 
do't ! I hold it the more knauerie to conceale it ; and therein 
am I conftant to my Profeflion. 671 

Re-enter Clowne and Shepheard, carrying a Fardel d a Box. 

Afide, afide ! here is more matter for a hot braine ! Euery 
Lanes end, euery Shop, Church, Seffion, Hanging, yeelds a 
carefuU man worke. 674 

Clmtme. [to Shep.] See, fee ! what a man you are now ! 
there is no other way, but to tell the King She's a Changeling, 
and none of your flefti and blood. 677 

Shep. Nay, but heare me ! 

Clow. Nay ! but heare Me ! 

Shep. Goe to, then ! 680 

Clow. She being 'none of your flefh and blood', your 
' flefti and blood ' ha's not offended the King ; and fo, your 
' flefti and blood ' is not to be punifli'd by him ! Shew tiiofe 
things you found about her, (thofe fecret things, all but [684 
what the ha's with her :) This being done, let the Law goe 
whiftle ! I warrant you ! 

Shep. I will tell the King all ! euery word ! yea, and his 
Bonnes prancks too ! who, I may fay, is no honefl: man, 
neither to his Father, nor to me, to goe about to make me 
the Kings Brother-in-Law. 690 

Clow. Indeed, ' Brother in Law ' was the fartheft off you 
could haue beene to him; and then your Blood had beene 
the dearer, by I know how much an ounce. 

Aut. lasiae'] Very wifely (Puppies !) 694 

Shep. Well : let vs to the King ! there is that in this 
Farthell, will make him fcratch his Beard. 

680. /»] too F. 
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Aut. [a.side'] I know not what impediment this Complaint 
may be to the flight of my Mafter. 698 

Clo. 'Pray heartily he be at 'Pallace. 

Aut. [aside] Though I am not naturally honeft, I am fo 
fometimes by chance : Let me pocket vp my Pedlers excre- 
ment. [Takes off his false Beard d aduances'] How now, 
(Ruftiques !) whither are you bound ? 7°3 

Sliep. To th'Pallace (and it like your Worfhip.) 

Avt. Your Affaires there ? what ? with whom ? the Con- 
dition of that Farthell? the place of your dwelling? your 
names? your ages? of what hauing? breeding? and any 
thing that is fitting to be knowne : difcouer ! 7°^ 

Clo. We are but plaine felloweSj Sir ! 

Aut. A Lye ! you are rough, and hayrie ! Let me haue 
no lying ! it becomes none but Tradef-men, and they often 
giue vs (Souldiers) the Lye ; but wee pay them for it with 
ftamped Coyne, not ftabbing Steele ; therefore they doe not 
giue vs the Lye. 714 

Clo. Your Worfhip had like to haue giuen vs one, if you 
had not taken your felfe with the manner. 

Shep. Are you a Courtier, and't like you, Sir ? 7^7 

Aut. Whether it ' like ' me, or no, I am a ' Courtier '. Seeft 
thou not the ayre of the Court, in thefe enfoldings ? Hath 
not my gate in it, the meafure of the Court ? Receiues not 
thy Nofe, Court-Odour from me? Refleft I not on [721 
thy Bafeneffe, Court-Contempt? Think'ft thou, for that I 
insinuate at^ toaze from thee thy Bafineffe, I am therefore 
no Courtier? I am Courtier Cap-a-pe! and one that will 
eyther pufti-on, or pluck-back, thy Bufineffe there: where- 
upon I command thee to open thy Affaire ! [Picl(S his teeth. 

Shep. My Bufineffe, Sir, is to the King. 

Aut. What Aduocate ha'ft thou to him ? 

Shep. I know not (and't like you) ! 7^9 

Clo. [aside to Shep.] ' Aduocate's ' the Court-word for a 
Pheazant : fay you haue none. 

Shep. ' None ', Sir ! I haue no ' Pheazant ' Cock, nor Hen. 

Aut. [aside] How bleffed are we, that are not fimple men ! 
Yet Nature might haue made me as thefe are, 734 

Therefore I will not difdaine. [Piclcs his teeth. 

718. /i4«]lkeF. ^at == to. 

IV. iv. 697-735] 72 



The Winters Tale. 

Clo. [aside to Shep.] This cannot be but a great Courtier ! 

Shep. [aside to Clo.] His Garments are rich, but he weares 
them not handfomely. 73^ 

Clo. [aside to Shep.] He feemes to be the more Noble, 
in being fantafticall : A great man, He warrant ! I know by 
the picking on's Teeth. 

Aut. The Farthell there ! What's i'th' Farthell ? Where- 
fore that Box? 743 

Shep. Sir ! there lyes fuch Secrets in this Farthell and Box, 
which none muft know but the King ; and which hee IhalJ 
know within this houre, if I may come to th' fpeech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou haft loft thy labour ! 747 

Shep. Why, Sir ? 

Aut. The King is not at the Pallace ; he is gone aboord a 
new Ship, to purge Melancholy, and ayre himfelfe. For if 
thou bee'ft capable of things ferious, thou muft know the 
King is full of griefe. 75* 

Shep. So 'tis faid, (Sir !) about his Sonne, that fliould haue 
marryed a Shepheards Daughter. 

Aut. If that Shepheard be not in hand-faft, let him ilye ! 
the Curfes he fhall haue, the Tortures he ftiall feele, will 
breake the back of Man ! the heart of Monfter ! 757 

Clo. Thinke you fo. Sir ? 

Aut. Not hee alone, fhall fuffer what Wit can make 
heauie, and Vengeance bitter ; but thofe that are lermaine 
to him (though remou'd fiftie times,) fliall all come vnder 
the Hang-man ! which, though it be great pitty, yet [762 
it is neceffarie. An old Sheepe-whiftling Rogue, a Ram- 
tender, to offer to haue his Daughter come into grace ! Some 
fay, hee fhall be fton'd : but that death is too foft for him, 
(fay I :) Draw our Throne into a Sheep-Coat ! all deaths are 
too few ! the fharpeft too eafie ! 767 

Clo. Ha's the old-man ere a Sonne, Sir, (doe you heare,) 
and't like you. Sir? 769 

Aut. Hee ha's a Sonne : who fhall be flayd aliue ! then 
'noynted ouer with Honey, fet on the head of a Wafpes Neft ; 
then ftand till he be three quarters and a dram dead ; then 
recouer'd againe with Aquavite, or fome other hot In- [773 

763. whistling] whistling F. 
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fufion ; then, raw as he is, (and >n the hoteft day Prognoftica- 
tioniproclaymes,)fliall he be fet againft a Brick- wall, (the Sanne 
looking with a South-ward eye vpon him ; where hee is to 
behold him,) with Flyes blown to death ! But what [777 
talke we of thefe Traitorly-Rafcals, whofe miferies are to be 
fmil'd at, their offences being fo capitall ? Tell me (for you 
feeme to be honeft plaine men,) what you haue to the King ! 
Being fomething gently confider'd, lie bring you where [781 
he is aboord, tender your perfons to his prefence, whifper him 
in your behalfes j and if it be in man (befides the King) to 
efFedt your Suites, here is man (hall doe it ! 784 

Clow, [aside to Step.] He feemes to be of great authoritie : 
clofe with him ! giue him Gold ! and though Authoritie be a 
ftubborne Beare, yet hee is oft led by the Nofe with Gold. 
Shew the in-fide of your Purfe to the out-fide of his hand, and 
no more adoe ! Remember, ' fton'd, and flay'd aliue ! ' 789 

Shep. And't pleafe you (Sir) to vndertake the Bufineffe 
for vs, here is <;hat Gold I haue ! [Sbows it.'] He make it as 
much more, and leaue this young man in pawne, till I bring 
it you. 793 

j4ut. After I haue done what I promifed ? 

Shep. I, Sir ! 

Aut. Well, giue me the Moitie ! [Shep. giues it] [To 
Clo.] Are you a partie in this Bufineffe ? 797 

Clow. In fome fort. Sir ! but though my cafe be a pitti- 
fuU one, I hope I fhall not be flayd out of it. 

Aut. Oh, that's the ' cafe ' of the Shepheards Sonne ! hang 
him ! hee'le be made an example ! 801 

Clow, [to Shep.] Comfort, good comfort ! We muft to the 
King, and fliew our ftrange fights : he mufl; know, 'tis none 
of your Daughter, nor my Sifter : wee are gone elfe ! [Jo 
AUTOL.] Sir, I will giue you as much as this old man do's, [805 
when the Bufineffe is performed ; and remaine (as he fayes,) 
your pawne till it be brought you. 

Aut. I will trufl: you. Walke before toward the Seafide ! 
goe on the right hand ! I will but looke vpon the Hedge, and 
follow you. 810 

Clow. We are blefs'd, in this man ! as I may fay, euen blefs'd! 

' the almanac which forecasts the weather. 
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Skep. Let's before, as he bids vs : he was prouided to doe 
vs good. lExeunt Shep. d Clo. 813 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honeft, I fee Fortune would 
not fufFer mee: fhee drops Booties in my mouth. I am 
courted now with a double occafion : (Gold, and a means to 
doe the Prince my Matter, good; which, who knowes [817 
how that may turne backe to my aduancement ?) I will bring 
thefe two Moales, thefe blind-ones, aboord him. If he thinke 
it fit to ftioare them againe, and that the Complaint they 
haue to the King, concernes him nothing, let him call [821 
me ' Rogue ', for being fo farre officious ; for I am proofe 
againft that Title, and what {hame elfe belongs to't. To him 
will I prefent them ; there may be matter in it. lExit. 



A€ius Quintus. Scena Prima. 

Sioillia. A State-Room In Ieontes Palace. 

Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, Seruants: 
(later, Florizel, Perdita, d their small Trayne : last, 
a Lord.) 

Cleo. Sir, you haue done enough, and haue perform'd 
A Saint-like Sorrow : No fault could you make. 
Which you haue not redeem'd ; indeed, pay'd downe 
More penitence, then done trefpas. At the laft, 4 

Doe, as the Heauens haue done, forget your euill ; 
With them, forgiue your felfe ! 

Leo. Whilefl: I remember 

Her, and her Vertues, I cannot forget 

My blemiflies in them, and fo ftill thinke of 8 

The wrong I did my felfe : which was fo much. 
That Heire-leffe it hath made my Kingdome, and 
Deftroy'd the fweet'ft Companion, that ere man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paul. True ! too true, (my Lord !) la 

If, one by one, you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All that are, tooke fomething good. 
To make a perfeft Woman, ftie you kill'd, 

824. £■;«/] Exeunt F. iz.'of. Paul. True/ too] of true. Paul. TooF. 
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Would be vnparalleU'd. 

Leo. I thinke fo. ' KiU'd ' ? i6 

She I ' kill'd ' ? I did fo ! but thou ftrik'ft me 
Sorely, to fay I did : it is as bitter 

Vpon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now, good now. 
Say fo but feldome ! 

Cleo. Not at all, good Lady ! lo 

You might haue fpoken a thoufand things, that would 
Haue done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindneffe better. 

Paul. You are one of thofe 

Would haue him wed againe ! 

Dio. If you would not fo, 24 

You pitty not the State, nor the Remembrance 
Of his moft Soueraigne Name ; Confider little. 
What Dangers (by his Highnefle faile of IfTue) 
May drop vpon his Kingdome, and deuoure a 8 

Incertaine lookers on. What were more holy. 
Then to reioyce the former Queene is well ? 
What holyer, then (for Royalties repayre. 
For prefent comfort, and for future good,) 3 3 

To bleffe the Bed of Maieftie againe 
With a fweet Fellow to't ? 

Paui. There is none worthy, 

(Refpe6ling her that's gone.) Befides, the Gods 
Will haue fulfill'd their fecret purpofes : 36 

For ha's not the Diuine Apollo faid, 
Is't not the tenor of his Oracle, 
That King Leontes fhall not haue an Heire, 
Till his loft Child be found? Which, that it fliall, 40 

Is all as monftrous to our humane reafon. 
As my Antigonus to breake his Graue, 
And come againe to me : who, on my life. 
Did perifh with the Infant. 'Tis your councell, 44 

My Lord fhould to the Heauens be contrary, 
Oppofe againft their wills. \To LeO.] Care not for IfTue ! 
(The Crowne will find an Heire.) Great Alexander 
Left his to th' Worthieft; fo his Succeffor 48 

Was like to be the beft. 

Leo. Good Paulina, 
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Wl^o haft the memorie of Hermione 

(1 know) in honor ! O, that euer I 

Had fquar'd me to thy councell ! then, euen now, ,5a 

I might haue look'd vpon my Queenes full eyes, 

Haue taken Treafure from her Lippes ! . . . . 

Paul. And left them 

More rich, for what they yeelded. 

Leo. Thou fpeak'ft truth ! 

No more fuch Wiuesj therefore no Wife ! one worfe, 56 
And better vs'd, would make her Sainted Spirit 
Againe pofleffe her Corps, and on this Stage 
(Where we're OiFendors now) appeare Soule-vext, 
And begin, ' Why, to me ^ . . . ? ' 

Paul. Had flie fuch power, 60 

She had iuft fuch ^ caufe ! 

Leo. She had ! and would incenfe me 

To murther her I marryed ! 

Paul. I fliould fo ! 

Were I the Ghoft that walk'd, I'ld bid you marke 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in't 64 

You chofe her j then I'ld fhrieke, that euen your eares 
Should rift to heare me ; and the words that foUow'd, 
Should be, ' Remember mine ! ' 

Leo. Starres, Starres, 

And all eyes elfe, dead coales ! feare thou no Wife ! 68 

He haue no Wife, Paulina ! 

Paul. Will you fweare, 

Neuer to marry, but by my free leaue ? 

jLeo. Neuer, {Paulina !) fo be blefs'd my Spirit ! 7 1 

Paul. Then, good my Lords, beare witnefTe to his Oath ! 

Cleo. You tempt him ouer-much ! 

Paul. Vnleffe another, 

As like Hermione, as is her Pifture, 
Affront his eye 

Cleo. Good Madame ! I haue done ! 75 

Paul. Yet, if my Lord will marry, (f if you will. Sir, 
No remedie ; but you will :) Giue me the Office 
To chufe you a Queene ! flie fliall not be fo young 

59. zu^re\ Globe (Anon. conj.). we F. 1 wast' so uniust, &c. 
' lUst sucA = even such. 
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As was your former ; but ftie fhall be fuch 79 

As (walk'd your firft Queenes Ghoftj) it fliould take ioy 
To fee her in your armes ! 

Leo. My true Paulina ' 

We fhall not marry, till thou bidft vs. 

Paul. That 

Shall be when your firft Queene's againe in breath ! 83 

Neuer till then ! 

Enter a Seruant.' 

Ser. One that giues out himfelfe Prince Florizell, 
Sonne of Polixenes, with his Princeffe ((he. 
The faireft I haue yet beheld !) defires acceffe 87 

To your high prefence. 

Leo. What with him ? he comes not 

Like to his Fathers Greatneffe ! his approach 
(So out of circumftance, and fuddaine,) tells vs 
'Tis not a Vifitation fram'd, but forc'd 91 

By needj and accident. What Trayne ? 

Ser. But few. 

And thofe but meane. 

Leo. His Princeffe (fay you) with him ? 

Ser. I ! the moft peereleffe peece ^ of Earth, (I thinke,) 
That ere the Sunne flione bright on ! 

Paul. Oh Hermione ! 95 

As euery prefent Time doth boaft it felfe 
Aboue a better, gone ; fo muft thy Graue 
Giue way to what's feene now ! H Sir ! you your felfe 
Haue faid, and writ fo; (but your writing now 99 

Is colder then that Theame :) ' the had not beene. 
Nor was not to be equall'd ! ' thus your Verfe 
Flow'd with her Beautie once : 'tis fhrewdly ebb'd, 
To fay you haue feene a better ! 

Ser. Pardon, Madame ! 103 

The one, I haue almoft forgot ; (your pardon !) 
The other, when fhe ha's obtayn'd your Eye, 
Will haue your Tongue too ! This is a Creature, 
Would fhe begin a Seft, might quench the zeale 107 

Of all Profeffors elfe ; make Profeljftes 

> Clearly a Courtier. See 11. 98-103. ^ Maid 
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Of who fhe but bid follow. 

Paul. How ? not women ? 

Ser. Women will loue her, that (he is a Woman 
More worth then any Man : Men, that Ihe is 1 1 1 

The rareft of all Women ! 

Leo. Goe, Cleomines ! 

Your felfe (affifted with your honor'd Friends) 
Bring them to our embracement ! lExit Cleom. with friends] 

Still, 'tis ftrange 
He thus Ihould fleale vpon vs ! 

Paul. Had our Prince ilj 

(lewell of Children !) feene this houre, he had payr'd 
Well with this Lord ; there was not full a moneth 
Betweene their births ! 

Leo. 'Prethee, no more ! ceafe! thou know'ft 119 

He dyes to me againe, when talk'd-of : fure, 
When I fliall fee this Gentleman, thy fpeeches 
Will bring me to confider that, which may 
Vnfurnilh me of Reafon ! They are come ! 123 

Re-enter Cleomines, and others, with Florizell, Perdita, 

d their smaii Trayne. 
[To Flob.] Your Mother was mofl: true to W edlock. Prince ! 
For fhe did print your Royall Father off, 
Conceiuing you ! Were I but twentie one, 
Your Fathers Image is fo hit in you, 127 

(His very ayre,) that I fhould call you ' Brother ', 
As I did him, and fpeake of fomething, wildly 
By vs perform'd before ! Mofl dearely welcome ! 
And your faire PrincelTe (GoddelTe !) Oh, alas ! 13 1 

I lofl a couple, that 'twixt Heauen and Earth 
Might thus haue flood, begetting wonder, as 
You (gracious Couple !) doe : and then I lofl 
(All mine owne Folly!) the Societie, 135 

Amitie too, of your braue Father, whom, 
(Though bearing Miferie,) I defire my life 
Once more to looke on him ! 

Flo. By his command, 

123-4. Se-enter . . .] Enter Florizell, Perdita, Cleomines, and 
others. F. 
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Haue I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him 139 

Giue you all greetings, that a King (at friend-') 

Can fend his Brother : and, but Infirmitie 

(Which waits vpon worne times) hath fomething feiz'd 

His wifh'd Abilitie, he had himfelfe, 143 

The Lands and Waters, 'twixt your Throne and his, 

Meafur'd, to looke vpon you ; whom he loues 

(He bad me fay fo) more then all the Scepters, 

And thofe that beare them, lining. 

Leo. Oh my Brother ! 147 

(Good Gentleman !) the wrongs I haue done thee, ftirre 
Afrefti within me ; and thefe thy offices 
(So rarely kind) are as Interpreters 

Of my behind-hand ilacknefle ! — Welcome hither, 151 

As is the Spring to th'Earth ! And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th'fearefaU vfage 
(At leaft vngentle) of the dreadfnll Neptune, 
To greet a man, not worth her paines, much leffe, 15J; 

Th'aduenture of her perfon ? 

Flo. Good my Lord, 

She came from Lilia. 

Leo. Where the Warlike Smalus, 

That Noble honor'd Lord, is fear'd, and lou'd ? 

Flo. Moll Royall Sir ! from thence ! from him, whofe 
Daughter, IJ9 

His Teares proclaym'd his, parting with her : thence 
(A profperous South-wind friendly) we haue crofs'd, 
To execute the Charge my Father gaue me. 
For vifiting your Highneffe. My beft Traine 163 

I haue from your Sicilian Shores difmils'd ; 
Who for Bohemia bend, to fignifie 
Not onely my fucceffe in Libia, (Sir,) 

But my arriuall, and my Wifes, in fafetie 167 

Here, where we are ! 

Leo. The blefled Gods 

Purge all Infeftion from our Ayre, whileft you 
Doe Clymate here ! You haue a holy Father, 
A gracefull Gentleman, againft whofe perfon, 171 

' in friendship, as friend. 
V i. 139-171-] 80 
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(So facred as it is,) I haue done lihne ; 

For which, the Heauens (taking angry note) 

Haue left me Iffue-leffe ; and your Father's blefs'd 

(As he from Heauen merits it) with you, 175 

Worthy his goodneffe. What might I haue been. 

Might I a Sonne and Daughter now haue look'd on ? 

Such goodly things as you ! 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Moft Noble Sir ! 

That which I fhall report, will beare no credit, 179 

Were not the proofe fo nigh ! Pleafe you, (great Sir !) 
Bohemia greets you from himfelfe, by me : 
Defires you to attach his Sonne, who ha's 
(His Dignitie, and Dutie, both caft off) 183. 

Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 
A Shepheards Daughter. 

Leo. Where's Bohemia ? fpeake ! 

Lord. Here ! in your Citie ! I now came from him. 
I fpeake amazedly; and it becomes 187 

My meruaile, and my Meffage. To your Court 
Whiles he was haftning, (in the Chafe, it feemes. 
Of this faire Couple,) meetes he (on the way) 
The Father of this feeming Lady, and 191 

Her Brother, hauing both their Countrey quitted 
With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camillo ha's betray'd me ! 

Whofe honor, and whose honeftie till now, 
Endur'd all Weathers. 

Lord. Lay't fo to his charge ! 195 

He's with the King your Father ! 

Leo. Who? Camillo? 

Lord. Camillo, (Sir !) I fpake with him : who now 
Ha's thefe poore men in queftion. Neuer faw I 
Wretches fo quake ! they kneele, they kiffe the Earth ; 199 
Forfweare themfelues as often as they fpeake : 
Bohemia Hops his eares, and threatens them 
With diuers deaths, in death. 

Perd. Oh my poore Father ! 

The Heauen fets Spyes vpon vs, will not haue 203 
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Our Contradt celebrated ! 

Leo. You are marryed ? 

Flo. We are not, (Sir,) nor are we like to be : 
The Starres (I fee) will kiffe the Valleyes firft : 
The oddes for high and low's alike ! 

Leo. My Lord ! 207 

Is this the Daughter of a King ? 

Flo. She is. 

When once the is my Wife ! 

Leo. That ' once ', (I fee,) by your good Fathers fpeed, 
Will come-on very ilowly. I am forry, 211 

(Moft forry,) you haue broken from his liking. 
Where you were ty'd in dutie : and as forry, 
Your Choife is not fo rich in Worth, as Beautie, 
That you might well enioy her ! 

Flo. {throws his arm round her"] Deare ! looke vp ! 215 
Though Fortune, vifible an Enemie, 
Should chafe vs with my Father, powre no iot 
Hath (he to change our Loues. 51 Befeech you, (Sir,) 
Remember, fince you ow'd no more to Time 219 

Then I doe now ! With thought of fuch Affeftions, 
Step forth mine Aduocate ! At your requeft. 
My Father will graunt precious things, as Trifles ! 22a 

Leo. Would he doe fo, I'ld beg your ' precious ' Miftris, 
Which he counts but a 'Trifle '. 

Paul. Sir, (my Liege !) 

Your eye hath too much youth int. Not a moneth 
'Fore your Queene dy'd, flie was more worth fuch gazes, 226 
Then what you looke on now ! 

Leo. I thought of her, 

Euen in these Lookes I made. H But your Petition 
Is yet vn-anfwer'd : I will to your Father : 
Your Honor not o're-throwne by your defires, 230 

I am friend to them, and you : Vpon which Errand 
I now goe toward him ; therefore follow me. 
And marke what way I make ! Come, good my Lord! 233 

{Exeunt, 
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Actus Quint us. Scoena Secunda. 

Sicillia. Before Leontes Palace, 
Enter Autolicus, and a Gentleman. 

Aut. Befeech you, (Sir !) were you prefent at this Relation ' 
Gent. I. I was by at the opening of the Farthell ; heard the 
old Shepheard deliuer the manner how he found it : "Where- 
upon, (after a little amazedneffe,) we were all commanded [4 
out of the Chamber : onely this, (me thought) I heard the 
Shepheard fay, he found the Child. 

Aut. I would moft gladly know the iffue of it ! 7 

Gent. I. I make a broken deliuerie of the Bufinefle; but 
the changes I perceiued in the King and Camillo, were very 
Notes of admiration ! they feem'd almoft, with flaring on one 
another, to teare the Cafes of their Eyes ! There was fpeech 
in their dumbneffe. Language in their very geflure; they [la 
look'd as they had heard of a World ranfom'd, or one deftroyed : 
a notable paffion of Wonder appeared in them ; but the wifeft 
beholder, that knew no more but feeing, could not fay, if 
th'importance were loy, or Sorrow ; but in the extremitie of 
the one, it muft needs be ! 17 

Enter another Gentleman (R06EB0). 

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knowes more : IT The 
Newes, Rogero ! 19 

Gent. 1. (ROGEBO) Nothing but Bon-fires ! the Oracle is 
fulfiU'd ! the Kings Daughter is found ! fuch a deale of 
wonder is broken out within this houre, that Ballad-makers 
cannot be able to expreife it. aj 

Enter another Gentleman, PAULINA'S Steward. 
Here comes the Lady Paulina's Steward ! hee can deliuer 
you more. II How goes it now (Sir ?) This Newes (which 
is call'd true) is fo like an old Tale, that the veritie of it is in 
ftrong fufpition. Ha's the King found his Heire? 27 

Gent. 3. [PAUL.S Steward'^ Moft true ! if euer Truth were 
pregnant by Circumftance! That which you heare, you'le 
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fweare you fee ; there is fuch vnitie in the proofes ! The 
Mantle of Queene Hermiones : her lewell about the Neck of 
it : the Letters of Antigonus found with it, which they [32 
know to be his Charafter : the Maieftie of the Creature, in 
refemblance of the Motlier; the AfFeftion of Nobleneffe, 
which Nature fliewes aboue her Breeding, and many other 
Euidences, proclayme her, with all certaintie, to be the Kings 
Daughter ! Did you fee the meeting of the two Kings ? 37 

Gent. 2. No. 

Gent. 3. Then haue you lofl: a Sight which was to bee 
feene, cannot bee fpoken of ! There might you haue beheld 
one loy crowne another, fo and in fuch manner, that it 
feem'd Sorrow wept to take leaue of themj for their loy 
waded in teares. There was calling vp of Eyes ! holding [43 
vp of Hands ! with Countenance of fuch difbraftion, that they 
were to be knowne by Garment, not by Fauor. Our King 
being ready to leape out of himfelfe, for ioy of his found 
Daughter ; as if that loy were now become a Loffe, cryes, [47 
' Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother ! ' then askes Bohemia forgiue- 
neffe ; then embraces his Sonne-in-Law ; then againe worryes 
he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now he thanks the old 
Shepheard (which ftands by, like a Weather-bitten Con- [51 
duit, of many Kings Reignes.) I neuer heard of fuch another 
Encounter; which lames Report to follow it, and vndo's 
defcription to doe it ! 54 

Gent. 2. What, 'pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carryed hence the Child ? j6 

Gent. 3. Like an old Tale ftill, which will haue matter to 
rehearfe, though Credit be afleepe, and not an eare open! 
He was torne to pieces with a Beare ! This, auouches the 
Shepheards Sonne ; who ha's not onely his Innocence (which 
feemes much) to iuftifie him, but a Hand-kerchief and Rings 
of his, that Paulina knowes. 62 

Gent. I. What became of his Barke, and his Followers ? 

Gent. 3. Wrackt the fame inftant of their Mailers death, 
and in the view of the Shepheard ! fo that all the Inllruments 
which ayded to expofe the Child, were euen then lofl:, [66 
when it was found ! But oh, the Noble Combat, that 'twixt 
loy and Sorrow, was fought in Paulina ' Shee had one Eye 
declin'd for the loffe of her Husband, another eleuated, that 
V. ii. 30-69.] 84 
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the Oracle was fulfiU'd ! Shee lifted the Princeffe from [70 
the Earth ; and io locks her in embracing, as if fhee would 
pin her to her heart, that Ihee might no more be in danger 
of loofing ! 

Gent. I. The Dignitie of this Aft was worth the audience 
of Kings and Princes, for by fuch was it afted' 7j 

Gent. 3 . One of the prettyeft touches of all, and that which 
angl'd for mine Eyes, (caught the Water, though not the Filh,) 
was, when at the Relation of the Queenes death, with the 
manner how ihee came to't, (brauely confefs'd, and [79 
lamented by the King,) how attentiueneffe wounded his 
Daughter; till (from one figne of dolour to another) fliee 
did, (with an ' Alas ! ') I would faine fay, bleed Teares ; for I 
am fure, my heart wept blood ! Who was moft Marble, [83 
there changed colour ; fome fwownded ; all forrowed. If all 
the World could haue feen't, the Woe had beene vniuerfall ! 

Gent. I. Are they returned to the Court? 86 

Gent. 3. No. The Princeffe, hearing of her Mothers 
Statue, (which is in the keeping of Paulina,) — a Peece many 
yeeres in doing, and now newly perform'd, by that rare Italian 
Mafter, lulio Roinano, who (had he himfelfe Etemitie, [90 
and could put Breath into his Worke,) would beguile Nature 
of her Cuftome, fo perfe6tly he is her Ape ! He, fo neere to 
Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they fay 'one would 
fpeake to her, and ftand in hope of anfwer.' Thither (with 
all greedineffe of affeftion) are they gone; and there they 
intend to Sup. 06 

Gent. i. I thought fhe had fome great matter there in 
hand; for fliee hath priuately, twice or thrice a day, euer 
fince the death of Hermione, vifited that remoued Houfe. 
Shall wee thither, and (with our companie) peece the 
Ueioycing? * loi 

Gent. I. Who would be thence, that ha's the benefit of 
Acceffe ? euery winke of an Eye, fome new Grace will be 
borne ! our Abfence makes vs vnthriftie to our Knowledge; 
Let's along! [£a:e«/ji Gentlemen. 10 j 

Aut. Now (had I not the dafh of my former life in me) 
would Preferment drop on my head. I brought the old man 



105. Exeunt . . . ] Exit F. 
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and his Sonne aboord the Prince; told him, I heard them 
talkeof a Farthell, and I know not what ; but he, at that [109 
time oaer-fond of the Shepheards Daughter, (fo he then tooke 
her to be,) who began to be much Sea-fick, and himfelfe 
little better, (extremitie of Weather continuing,) this Myfterie 
remained vndifcouer'd. But 'tis all one to me ! for, had I 
beene the finder-out of this Secret, it would not haue rellifh'd 
among my other difcredits ! ilj 

Enter Shepheard and Clowne, brail ely drest. 

Here come thofe I haue done good to againft my will, and 
alreadie appearing in the bloffomes of their Fortune ! 

Shep. Come, Boy ! I am paft moe Children ; but thy 
Sonnes and Daughters will be all Gentlemen borne ! 119 

Clow. Ito Adt.] You are well met, (Sir !) you deny'd to fight 
with mee this other day, becaufe I was no ' Gentleman borne.' 
See you thefe Clothes ? fay you fee them not, and thinke me 
ftill no ' Gentleman borne ' : You were beft fay thefe Robes 
are not ' Gentlemen borne ' ! Giue me the Lye ! doe ! and 
try whether I am not now a 'Gentleman borne '. 12 j 

Aut. I know you are now, (Sir,) a ' Gentleman borne ' ! 

Clow. I ! and haue been fo any time thefe foure houres ! 

Shep. And fo haue I, Boy ! 128 

Clow. So you haue ! but I was a ' Gentleman borne ' 
before my Father! for the Kings Sonne tooke me by the 
hand, and cali'd mee ' Brother ' ! and then the two Kings 
call'd my Father 'Brother'! and then the Prince (my [13a 
Brother !) and the PrincefTe (my Sifl:er !) call'd my Father, 
' Father ' ; and fo wee wept : and there was the firft Gentle- 
man-like teares that euer we Ihed I 

Shep. We may hue (Sonne) to fhed many more ! 136 

Clow. I ! or elfe 'twere hard luck, being in fo prepofterous 
eftate as we are ! 

uiut. [kneels] I humbly befeech you (Sir) to pardon me all 
the faults I haue committed to your Worfhip, and to giue 
me your good report to the Prince, my Matter. 141 

Shep. 'Prethee, Sonne, doe ! for we muft be 'gentle ', now 
we are ' Gentlemen '. 

126. Aui.] Ant. (turnd «) F. 
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Clow. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Aut. I, and it like your good Worfliip ! 145 

Clow. Giue me thy hand ! I will fweare to the Prince, 
thou art as lionefl a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia ! 

Shep. You may fay it, but not fweare it ! 148 

Clow. Not ' fweare it ', now I am a ' Gentleman ' ? Let 
Boores and Francklins ' fay it ', He ' fweare it ' ! 

S'Aep. How if it be falfe (Sonne ?) 151 

Clow. If it be ne're fo ' falfe ', a true ' Gentleman ' may 
' fweare it ', in the behalfe of his Friend : And He ' fweare ' 
to the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wilt not be drunke ; but I know thou art no ' tall [155 
Fellow of thy hands ', and that thou wilt be ' drunke ' ! but 
He 'fweare it '; and I would thou would'ft be a 'tall Fellow 
of thy hands '. 

Aut. I will proue fo, (Sir,) to my power. i jp 

Clow. I, by any meanes proue ' a tall Fellow ' i If I do 
not wonder, how thou dar'ft venture to 'be drunke', not 
being ' a tall Fellow ', trull me not ! Harke ! the Kings and 
the Princes (our Kindred !) are going to fee the Queenes Pic- 
ture! Come, follow vs ! wee'le be thy good Mafters ! 164 

[^Exeunt. 



Actus Quintus. Sccsna Tertia. 

Sicillia. A Chappell in Paulinas house. 

To Hermione {like a Statue, colourd d curtaind,) enter 
Leontes, PoLixENEs, Florizell, Perdita, Camillo, 
Paxilina, Lords, isfc. 

Leo. O graue and good Paulina ! the great comfort i 

That I haue had of thee ! 

Paul. What (Soueraigne Sir !) 

I did not well, I meant well. All my Seruices, 
You haue pay'd home. But that you haue vouchfaf'd, 4 
(With your Crown'd Brother, and thefe your contrafted 

To Hermione . . .] Enter Leontes . . . Paulina, (Hermione like a 
Statue) Lords, &c. F. 
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Heires of your Kingdomes,) my poore Houfe to vifit j 
It is a furplus of your Grace, which neuer 
My life may laft to anfwere ! 

Leo. O Paulina ! 8 

We honor you with trouble : but we came 
To fee the Statue of our Queene ! Your Gallerie 
Haue we pals'd through^ not without much content 
In many fingularities ; but we faw not i a 

That which my Daughter came to looke vpon. 
The Statue of her Mother. 

Paul. As fhe liu'd peerelefle. 

So her dead likeneffe (I doe well beleeue) 
Excells what euer yet you look'd vpon, i6 

Or hand of Man hath done : therefore I keepe it 
Lonely, apart. But here it is ! [points to it] Prepare 
To fee the Life as liuely mock'd, as euer 
Still Sleepe mock'd Death : behold ! and fay 'tis well ! 20 
IDiscurtains Hermione as a Statue: 
I like your filence ! it the more ftiewes-off 
Your wonder. But yet, fpeake ! firft you (my Liege). 
Comes it not fomething neere ? 

Leo. Her naturall Pofture ! 

H Chide me (deare Stone !) that I may fay indeed 24 

Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art ftie. 
In thy not chiding : for flie was as tender 
As Infancie, and Grace ! H But yet, {Paulina,') 
Hermione was not fo much wrinckled, nothing 28 

So aged as this feemes ! 

Pol. Oh, not by much ! 

Paul. So much the more our Caruers excellence. 
Which lets goe-by fome fixteene yeeres, and makes her 
As flie liu'd now ! 

Leo. As now flie might haue done, 3* 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my Soule ! Oh ! thus ftie flood ! 
Euen with fuch Life of Maieftie, (warme Life, 
As now it coldly ftands,) when firft I woo'd her ! 36 

I am afham'd ! Do's not the Stone rebuke me, 

18. Lonely] Hanmer. louely F (tumd n). 
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Tke Winters Tale. 

For being more ' Stone ' then it ? Oh Royall Peece ! 

There's Magick in thy Maieftie, which ha's 

My Euils coniur'd to remembrance ; and 40 

From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits, 

Standing like ' Stone ' with thee ! 

Perd. (kneels) And giue me leaue, 

(And doe not fay 'tis Superftition,) that 
I kneele, and then implore her Bleffing ! IT Lady ! 44 

Deere Queene! that ended when I but began, 
Giue me that hand of yours, to kiffe ! \Tries tO take it. 

Paul. O ! patience ! 

The Statue is but newly fix'd ; the Colour's 
Not dry ! [Peed. rises. 48 

Cam. My Lord ! your Sorrow was too fore lay'd on. 
Which fixteene Winters cannot blow away. 
So many Summers dry. Scarce any loy 
Did euer fo long Hue ! No Sorrow, 5* 

But kill'd it felfe much fooner ! 

Pol. Deere my Brother ! 

Let him that was the caufe of this, haue powre 
To take-off fo much griefe from you, as he 
Will peece vp in himfelfe ! 

Paul. Indeed, my Lord, j6 

If I had thought the light of my poore Image 
Would thus haue wrought you, (for the Stone is mine,) 
Il'd not haue fliew'd it. [Tries to draw tlie Curtains. 

Leo. [stops tier,'] Doe not draw the Curtaine ! 

Paul. No longer fliall you gaze on't, leafl: your Fancie 60 
May thinke anon, it moues ! 

Leo. Let be ! let be ! 

Would I were dead, but that me thinkes alreadie . . . 
(What was he that did make it?) [To POL.] See, (my Lord !) 
Would you not deeme it breath'd ? and that thofe veines 64 
Did verily beare blood ? 

Pol. 'Mafterly done ! 

The very Life feemes warme vpon her Lippe ! 

Leo. Thefixure of her Eye ha's motion in't. 
As we are mock'd with Art. 

Paul. He draw the Curtaine ! 68 

[offers to do so, 
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The Winters Tale. 

My Lord's almoft fo farre tranfported, that 
Hee'le thinke anon it Hues ! 

Leo. Oh fweet Paulina ! 

Make me to thinke fo twentie yeeres together ! 
No fetled Sences of the World can match 72 

The pleafure of that madneffe ! Left alone ! \StopS PAUL. 

Paul. I am forry (Sir !) I haue thus farre flir'd you : but 
I could afflifl: you farther ! 

Leo. Doe, Paulina! 

For this Affliftion ha's a tafte as fweet 76 

As any Cordiall comfort ! Still me thinkes 
There is an ayre comes from her ! What fine Chizzell 
Could euer yet cut breath ? Let no man mock me ! 
For I will kiffe her. [Tries to do SO. 

Paul, [stops him] Good my Lord, forbeare ! 80 

The ruddineffe vpon her Lippe, is wet : 
You'le marre it, if you kiffe it ; ftayne your owne 
With Oyly Painting : fhall I draw the Curtaine ? 

Leo. No ! not thefe twentie yeeres ! 

Perd. So long could I 84 

Stand by, a looker-on ! 

Paul. Either forbeare. 

Quit prefently the Chappell, or refolue you 
For more amazement ! if you can behold it, 
He piake the Statue moue indeed ; defcend, 88 

And take you by the hand : but then you'le thinke 
(Which I proteft againfl: !) I am aflifted 
By wicked Powers ! 

Leo. What you can make her doe, 

I am content to looke on ; what to fpeake, 9a 

I am content to heare ; for 'tis as eafie 
To make her fpeake, as moue ! 

Paul. It is requir'd 

You doe awake your Faith. Then, all ftand ftill ! 
On ! thofe that thinke it is vnlawfull Bufineffe 96 

I am about, let them depart ! 

Leo. Proceed ! 

No foot fhall ftirre! 

Paul. Mufick ! awake her ! Strike ! [Muslcll. 

IF 'Tis time ! defcend ! be Stone no more ! approach ! 99 
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The Winters Tale. 

Strike all that looke vpon, with meruaile ! Come ! 
He fill your Graue vp : ftirre ! nay, come away ! 
Bequeath to Death your numneffe ; (for from him, 
Deare Life redeemes you.) IT \To Leon.] You perceiue flie 
ftirres ! [Hebmione steps from her pedestal. 103 

Start not ! her Aftions fliall be holy, as 
(You heare) my Spell is lawfull. Doe not fhun her, 
Vntill you fee her dye againe ; for then 
You kill her double ! Nay, prefent your Hand ! 107 

When fhe was young, you woo'd her : now, in age. 
Is fhe become the Suitor ! 

Leo. [puts out his hand. Heem. takes if] Oh, fhe's warme ! 
If this be Magick, let it be an Art 
Lawfull as Eating ! [They embrace. 

Pol. She embraces him ! 1 1 1 

Cam. She hangs about his necke ! 
If {he pertaine to life, let her fpeake too ! 

Pol. I ! and make it manifeft where flie ha's liu'd ! 
Or how ftolne from the dead ? 

Paul. That fhe is lining, 115 

Were it but told you, fhould be hooted-at 
Like an old Tale ; but it appeares fhe lines, 
Though yet fhe fpeake not. Marke a little while ! 118 

[To Peed.] Pleafe you to interpofe, (faire Madam !) kneele, 

[Peed. Icneels. 
And pray your Mothers blefling ! [To Heem.] Tume, good 

Lady! 
Our Perdita is ' found ' ! [Heem. embraces Pebd. 

Her. You Gods ! looke downe ! 

And, from your facred Viols, poure your graces 12a 

Vpon my daughters head ! UTell me, (mine owne !) 
Where hafl thou bin preferu'd ? Where liu'd ? How found 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou fhalt heare, that I 
(Knowing by Paulina, that the Oracle ia6 

Gaue hope tiiou waft in being) haue preferu'd 
My felfe, to fee the yfTue. 

Paul. There's time enough for that ; 

Leaft they defire (vpon this puQi) to trouble 

126. the\ rhe F. 128. time\ ttme F. 
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The Winters Tale. 

Your ioyes with like Relation ! Go together, 130 

You precious winners all ! your exultation. 

Partake to euery one ! I (an old Turtle) 

Will wing me to fome wither'd bough, and there. 

My Mate, (that's neuer to be found againe,) 134 

Lament, till I am loft ! 

Leo. O peace, Paulina 

Thou fliouldft a husband take, by my confent, 
As I (by thine) a "Wife ! This is a Match, 137 

And made betweene's by Vowes. Thou haft found mine ; 
But how, is to be queftion'd ; for I faw her 
(As I thought) dead ; and haue (in vaine) faid many 
A prayer vpon her graue. lie not feeke farre 141 

(For him : I partly know his minde :) to finde thee 
An honourable husband ! IT Come, Camilla .' 
And take her by the hand ; whofe worth and honefly 
Is richly noted, and heere iuftified 14J 

By Vs, a paire of Kings. IT Let's from this place ! 
[fo Heem.] What! looke vpon my Brother ! [To Hebm. d 

Pol.] Both your pardons. 
That ere I put betweene your holy lookes 
My ill fufpition ! ITo HeRM.] This your Son-in-law, 149 

And Sonne vnto the King, (whom heauen's direfting,) 
Is troth-plight to your daughter ! U Good Paulina ! 
Leade vs from hence, where we may leyfurely. 
Each one demand, and anfwere to his part 153 

Perform'd in this wide gap of Time, fince firft 
We were difleuer'd : Haftily lead away ! [Exeunt. 



[The list of the Actors' Names follows. See it, enlargd, on pp. 
xiv, XV.] 
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NOTES 

I. ii. 44. 'What Lady she, her Lord.' Several eK()lanations and 
emendations have been proposed here, none of which are entirely 
satisfactory. It is perhaps best to take ' she ' as a substantive, as 
is often the case in Shakespeare and other Elizabethan writers 
( ' Make him swear the She's of Italy should not betray,' Cymbeline, 
II. i.), and regard the expression as a pleonastic one. 

I. ii. 324. ' Muddy.' This is, of course, a metaphorical use of the 
word with the sense of 'clouded in the mind.' It occurs again in 
Hamlet, where he describes himself as 'a muddy-mettled rascal.' 

I. ii. 356. ' If I could find .... flourished after. ' For the extra- 

ordinary deduction made by Chalmers from this line see "Intro- 
duction." If any political significance is to be attached to these 
lines, it may be suggested that they would be eminently pleasing to 
the court of a monarch who wished to insist on the doctrine of the 
divine right of kings. 

II. i. 190. ' Though I am satisfide,' etc. These lines should be noted 

in connection with the alleged inconsistency that Leontes should 
proceed to extreme measures before obtaining the verdict of the 
oracle. It is entirely in harmony with the tyranny and self- 
confidence of Leontes that he should anticipate the decision, which 
he regards as a merely formal ceremony which can have no possible 
result other than to confirm his own opinion. 

III. ii. 27 et seq. Here Shakespeare has several reminiscences of 
Bellaria's speech in Pandosto : ' If the divine powers be privy to 
human actions — as no doubt they are — I hope my patience shall 
make fortune blush, and my unspotted life shall stain spiteful 
discredit,' etc. 

IV. iv. 269. The passion for Ballads in these times is well exemplified 
by Joseph Hall's Virgidetniarum, IV. vi : 

' Some drunken rhymer thinks his time well spent 
If he can live to see his name in print : 
Who when he is once fleshed to the press 
And sees his hansell have such fair success, 
Sung to the wheel and sung unto the pail 
He sends forth thraves of ballads to the sale.' 

In that curious production, the London Chanticleers, there is a 
character of a ballad-seller. Ditty, whose catalogue is even more 
diversified and complete than that of Antolycus. 
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Notes. 

ii. 89. 'That rare Italian master, Julio Romano,' etc. Karl Elze 
makes use of this passage to argue that Shakespeare must have 
travelled in Italy. Julio Romano was celebrated not as a sculptor, 
but as a painter. But in Vasari's epitaph on Romano reference is 
distinctly made to his sculptures, though no art-historian of recent 
times has anything to say about them. Shakespeare must either 
have read Vasari or visited Mantua and seen some of Romano's 
works. Though Vasari's work was printed in 1550, no translation 
of it appeared till 1850. Elze's essay is very charmingly vreitten, 
but he hardly proves his case. A translation may very easily have 
appeared and been lost, or a learned friend m^ht have given the 
information ; while the parallel drawn between the passage in 
Vasari's epitaph, 'Videbat Jupiter corpora spirare,' and Shake- 
speare's ' could put breath into his work,' cannot be said to carry 
much weight. It is surely a very natural and not very deep thought 
for a poet wishing to compliment a sculptor on his art. 
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